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THE 
PREFACE TOTHK READER. 

^T^.HE nation is in too high a ferment, for me to 
^ ezp^ either fair war, or even fo much as fair 
quarter, from a reader of the oppofite party. All men 
are engaged either on this fide or that ^ and -thpngh 
conlcieoce is the common wx>rd, which is given by 
both, yet if a writer fall among enemies, and cannot 
give the marks of their confcience,. he is knocked down 
before the reafons of his own are heard. A pnefacep 
therefotT, which is but a betaking of favour, is al** 
togetlier uielefs. What I defire the reader ihould knovf 
concerning me, he will find in the body of the poem, 
if he have but the patience to peruie it. Oaly this ad^ 
vertiferaent let him take before-hand, which relates to 
the meiits of the caufe. No general chai*a^ers of par- 
ties (call them either fefts or churches) can be fo fu-ljy 
and exa6lly drawn, as to comprehend all the foveral 
members of them ; at leaft all fuch as are received un-* 
der that denomination. For example ; there are fomd 
of the church by law eftabliflicd, who envy not liberty 
of confcience to diifeoters ; as being well fatisfied that^ 
according to their own principles, they ought not tq 
periecute them. Yet thefe, by reafon of their fewnefs, 
I could not' diftinguiih from the numbers of the reft, 
with whom they are embodied in one common name. 
On the other Me, there are many of our fe^ls, and 
3 % more 
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4. TOTHEREADER. 

more indeed than I could reafonably have hoped, who 
have withdrawn themfelves from the communion of the 
Panther, and embraced this gracious indulgence of his 
majeftyin pointof toltt-ation. But neither '-"tp thie one 
nor the other of thefe is this fatii-e any way intended : 
it ir aimed only at the refraftory and difob^dient on 
.either fide. For thoie> who are come over to the royal 
paEt)'« are confequently fuppofed to be out of gun-fhot. 
Our pfayficians have obforved, that, in proceis of time, 
fpme difeafes have abated of their virulence, and have 
)n a manner worn out their malignity, &> as to be no 
longer' mortal < and why may not I fnj^iofe the fame 
concern,ing fome of thofei who have formerly been ene- 
mies to kingly government, as well as Catholic religion ? 
I hope they have now another notion of both^ as having 
found, by comfortable experience, that the doftrine of 
perfeeution is far from being an article of onr faith. 

It is not for any private niah to cenfurc the proceed - 
ings of a foreign prince : but, without fufpicion of flat- 
tery, I may praife our own, who has taken contrary 
meafiires, and thofe more fuitable to the fpirit of Chri- 
ftianity. Some of the diiTenters, in their addrefles to 
his majefty, have faid, *• That he has reftored God to 
«' his empire over confcience." 1 confefs, I dare not 
ftretch the figure to fo g^reat a boldnefs : but I may 
fafely fay, that confcience is the royalty and prerogative 
of every private man. He is abfolute in his own breaA, 
and accountable to no earthly power, for that which 
paiTes only betwixt God and him. Thofe who are 
driven mto tne fold are, eenerailv foeaking, i-atner 
made nypoc rites than convdriSi 
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TOTHEREADER. f 

This indulgence being granted to all the fefts, it 
ODght in reafon to be expelled, that they (hould both' 
receive it, and receive it thankfully. For, at this time 
of day, to rcfufe the benefit, and adhere to thofe whom 
they have efteemed their perfecutors, what is it elfe, 
but publicly to own, that they fufFered not before for 
confciencc-fake, but only out of pride and obftinacy, 
to feparate from a church for thofe impofitions, which 
they now judge may be lawfully obeyed ? After they 
have fo long contended for their clailical ordination (not 
to fpeak of rites and ceremonies), will they at length 
fubmit to an epifcopal ? If they can go fo far out of 
complaifance to their old enemies, methinkf a little rea- 
fen ihould perfuade them to take another ftep, and fee 
whither that would lead them . 

Of the receiving this toleration thankfully I ftiall fay 
DO more, than that they ought, and I doubt not they 
will confider from what hand they received it. It is 
not from a Cyrus, a heathen prince, and a foreigner, 
but from a chriftian king, their native fovereign 5 who 
experts a return in fpecie from them, that the kindnefs, 
which he has gracioufly (hewn them, may be retaliated 
on thofe of his own perfuaiion. 

As for the poem in general, I will only thus far fa- 
tisfy the reader, that it was neither impofed on me, nor 
fo nrach as the fubje6t given me by any man. It was 
written during the laft winter, and the beginning of 
this fpringj though with long interruptions of ill 
health and other hindrances. About a fortnight before 
I had finifhed it, his majefty's declaration for liberty of 
B 3 confcience 
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eOnfcreilce came abroad i which if I had £b foon yx- 
pe£led, I might have fpared myfelf the labour of writing, 
many things which are contained in the third part of it. 
But I was always in fome hope, that the church of. 
England might have been perfuaded to have taken oiF 
the penal laws and the teft, which was one deiign of the 
poem, when I propofed to myfelf the writing of it. 

It is evident that fome pai't of it was only occafionaly. 
and not firft intended : I mean that defence of myicif, 
to which every honeft man is bound, when he is inju- 
riouily attacked in print: and I refer myfelf to the 
judgment of thofe, who have read tlie Anfwer to the 
defence of the late king's papers, and that of the dut-. 
ehefs (in which laftl was concerned) how chariiably I 
have been reprefented there. I am now informed both 
of the author and fupcrvifors of this pamphlet, and will 
reply, when I think he can affront me : for I an of 
Socrates's opinion, that all creatures cannot. In the 
mean time let him confider whether he deferved not a. 
more fcvere reprehenfion, than I gave him formerly, 
for ufing fo little refpcdl to the memory of thofe* whom 
he pretended to anfwer $ and at his leifure, look out for 
fome original treatife of humility, written by any Pro- . 
teftant in Englifh j I believe I may fay in any other 
tongue : for the magnified piece of Duncomb on that 
fuhjeft* which either be muft mean, or none, and with 
which another of his fellows has upbraided me, was 
ti-anflated from the Spanifli of Rodriguez 5 though with 
the omilFion of the feventeenth, the twenty-fourth, the 
5 twenty- . 
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TO THE READER. ^ 

twcnty-6ftb, and the laft ch;»ptor> which will be found 
in comparing of the books. 

He would liave inilnuated to the worlds that her late 
highnefs died not a Roman Catholic. He declares 
himftlf to be now fatisiied to the contrary, in which he 
has given up the caufe : for matter of fa£l was the 
principal debate betwixt us. In the mean time, he 
would difpute the motives of her change ; how prepof-* 
teroudy, let all men judge^ when he feemed to deny the 
fubje6^ of the controvcrfy, the change itfelf. And be- 
caufe I would not take up this ridiculous challenge, he 
tells the world I cannot argue : but he may as well in- 
fer, that a Catholic cannot faft, becaufe he will not 
take up the cudgels againft Mrs. James, to confute the 
Protedant religion. 

I have but one word more to fay concerning tho 
poem . as fuch, and abftra6led from the matters, either 
religious or civil, which are handled in it. The fiiH 
part, confining moft in general chara£lers and narra- 
tion, I have endeavoured to raife^ and giye it the m^ 
jeftic turn of heroic poefy. The fecond, being matter of 
difpute, and chiefly concerning church authority, I wat 
obliged to make as plain and perfpicuous as pofTibly I 
could i yet not wholly negle^ing the numbers, though 
I had not frequent occafions for the magnificence of 
verfe. The third, which has more of the nature of 
domeftic converfation, is, or ought to be, more free 
and familiar than the two former. 

There sue in it two epifodes, or fables, which are in- 
terwoven with the main defign ; £b that they are pro* 
B + perly 
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t DRYDEN*S POEMS. 

perly parts of it, though they are alfo diftinft ftories of 
themfelves. In both of thefe I have made ufe of the 
common-places of fatire, whether true or falfe, which 
are urged by the members' of the one church againft the 
other : at which I hope no reader of either party will be 
fcandali?ed, becaufe they are not of my invention, but 
as ofid, to my knowledge, as the times of Boccace and 
Chaucer on the one fide, and as thofe of the Reforma- 
tion on the other. 

The hind and the PANTHER. 

A 'Milk-white Hind, immortal and unchanged, 
•^^ Fed on the lawns, and in the foreft i-ang'd ; 
Without unfpotted, innocent within. 
She fear'd no danger, for fhe knew no fin. 
Yet Had' fhe oft been chasM with horfts^nd hounds. 
And Scythian Ihafts 5 and many winged younds 
Aim*d at her heart ; was often forcM to flk 
And dbom'd to death though fated not to dFfc. 

Not fo her young ; for theii- unequal line 
Was hero's make, half ^uman, half divine. 
Their earthly mold obnoxious was to fate, 
TV immortal part aflumM immortal ftate. ' 
Of thefe a (laughter'd army lay in blood. 
Extended o'er the Caledonian wood, 

Their native walk j whofe vocal blood arofe, 
And cry'd for pardon on their perjur^'d foes. 
Their fate was fmitful, and the fanguine Cted, 
Endued with fouls, inx:reasM the facred breedt 

S . ' So 
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The hind and the PANTHER. 9 

So captive Ifrael multiplyM in chains, 

A numerous exile, and enjoy'd her pains. 

With grief and gladnefs raix'd, the mother view'd 

Her martyr'd offspring, and their race renew'd j 

Their corps to perifti, but their kind to laft, 

So much the deathlefs plant the dying fruit furpafsM. 

Panting and penfive now (he ranged alone. 
And wanderM in the kingdoms, once her own* 
The common hunt, though from their rage reftrain'd 
By fovereign power her company difdain'd j 
Grinn'd afs they pafsM, and wiihfa glaring eye 
Gave gloomy figns of fecret enmity. 
'Tis true, (he bounded by, and tripM fo light, 
They had not tinie to take a fteady fight. 
For truth has fuch a face and fuch a mien, 
As to be lovM needs only to be feen. 

The bloody bear, an independent beaft, 
Unlick'd to form, in groans her hate expreft. 
Among the" timorous kind the quaking hare 
Profefs'd neuti'ality, but would not fwear. 
Next her the buffoon ape, as atheifts ufe, 
Mimicked all fb£ls, and had his own to chnfe : 
Still when the lion lookM, his knees he bent. 
And paid at church a courtier's compliment. 
The briftled baptift boar, impure as he. 
But whitenM with the fonm of fanftity, 
With fat pollutions filPd the facred place, 
And mountains level'd in his furious race : 

So firft rebellion founded was in grace. 

But 
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But fince the mighty ravage, which he made 
In German forefts, had his guilt betrayed. 
With broken tuiks, an4.jwith a borrowed name. 
He ihunM the vengeance, and concealed the Ihame ; 
So lurkM in fe£ls unfeen. With greater guile 
FaLTe Reynard fed on confecrated fpoil : • 
The gi-acelefs bcaft by Athanafius firft 
Was chas*d from Nice, then by Socicus nurs'd s 
His impious race their blafphemy renevi^M, 
And nature's king through nature's optics view'd« 
Reversed they view'd him leflen'd to their eye, 
Nor in an infant could a God defcry. 
New fwarming fefts to this obliquely tend. 
Hence they began, and here they all will end. 
What weight of antient witnefs can prevail. 
If private reafon hold the public fcalc ? 
But, gracious God, how well doft thou provide 
For erring judgments an unerring guide \ 
Thy throne is darkncfs in th' abyfs of light, 
A blaze of glory that forbids the fight. 
O teach me to believe thee thus concealed. 
And fearch no farther than thyfelf reveal'd ; 
But her alone for my dire6lor take. 
Whom thou haft prorais'd never to forfake I 
My thoughtlels youth was wing'd with vain defires. 
My manhood, long milled by wandering fires, 
FoIlowM falfe lights ^ and, when their glimpfe was gone. 
My pride ftruck out new fparkles of her own. 
Stich was I, fuch by nature ftill I am; 
Be thine the glory, and be mine the ihame. 

Good 
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Gcod life be now loy taik : my doubts are done i 

What more could fright my faith, than three in one ? « 

Can I believe eternal God could lie 

DifguisM in mortal mold and infancy ?. 

That the great M^ker of the world could die ? 

And after that truft my imperfe^l fenfe. 

Which calls in qucftlon his omnipotence f 

Can I my reafon to my faith compel ? 

And ihall my fightj and touch, and talle, rebel ? 

Superior faculties are fet afide ; 

Shall their fubfervient organs be my guide ? 

Then let the moon ufurp the rule of day. 

And winking tapers fhew the fun his way ; 

For what my fenfes can themfelves perceive, 

1 need no revelation to believe. 

Can they who fay th^ hoft fliould be defcry*d 

By fenfe, define a body glorify'd ? ► 

ImpafTable, and penetrating parts ? 

Let them declare by what myfterious arts 

He (hot that body through th* oppofiog might ^ 

Of bolts and bars impervious to the light, f 

And Hood before his train confefs'd in open fight. ^ 

For fince thus wondroufly he pafsM, *tis plain, 

Osie fingle place two bodies did contain. 

And ftire the fame omnipotence as well 

Can make one body in more places dwelL 

Let reafon then at her own quarry fly. 

But how can finite grafp infinity ? 

'Tis urgM again, that faith did firft commence 
By mii-acles, which are appeals to fenfe. 

And 
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And thence concluded, that our fenfe muft be 
The motive (till of credibility. 
For latter ages muft on former wait. 
And what began belief muft propagate. 

* But winnow well this thought, and you fhall find 
*Ti8 light as chaff that flies before the wind. 
Were all thofe wonders wrought by power divine. 
As means or ends of fome more deep dcfign ? 
Moft fure as means, whofe end was this alone. 
To prove the Godhead of th' eternal Son. 
God thus aflerted, man is to believe 
Beyond what fenfe and reafon can conceive. 
And for myfterious things of faith rely 
On the proponent, heaven's authority. 
If then our faith we for our guide admit. 
Vain is the farther fearch of human wit. 
As when the building gains a furer ftay, 
We take th' unufeful fcaffolding away. 
Keafon by fenfe no more can underftand $ 
The game is play'd into another hand. 
Why chufe wc then like bilanders to creep 
Along the coaft, and land in view to keep. 
When fafely we may launch into the deep ? 
In the fame veflel which our Saviour bore, 
Himfelf the pilot, let us leave the ftiore. 
And with a better guide a better world explore. 
Could he his Godhead veil with flefli and blood. 
And not veil thefe again to be our food ? 
His grace in both is equal in extent. 
The firft affords us life, the fccoml nourifhmcnt. 

And 
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The hind and the PANTHER. x| 

And if he can, why all this frantic pain 
To conftnie what his cleareft words contain, 
And make a riddle what he made fo plain i 
To take up half on truft, and half to try. 
Name it not faith, but bungling bigotry. 
Both knave and fool the merchant we may call. 
To pay great fums, and to compound the fmall : - 
For who would break with heaveny aind would not. 

break for all ? 
Keft then, my foul, from endlefs ajQgviih freed : 
Nor fciences thy guide, nor fenfe thy creed* 
Faith is the beft enfurer of thy blifs ; 
The bank above muft fail before, the venture mifs. 
But heaven and heaven-born faith are far from thee> 
Thou firft apellate to divinity. 
UnkennelM range in thy Polonian plains : 
A fieixer foe th' infatiate wolf remains. 
Too boaftful Britain, pleafe thyfelf no more. 
That beafts of prey are banifli'd from thy Ihore : 
The bear, the boar, and every fava^e najne, 
Wild in eflfe£l, though in appearance tame. 
Lay wafte thy woods, deftroy thy blifsful bower. 
And, muzzled though they feera, the mutes devour. 
More haughty than the reft, the wolfilh race 
Appear with belly gaunt, and familh'd face ; 
Never was fo deform'd a beaft of grace. 
His ragged tail betwixt his legs he wears, 
Clofe clap'd for Hiame ; but his rough creft he rears 
Andpricks up his predeftinating ears. 

His 
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tfis wild diforderM walk, his haggard eyes, 
Did all the beftial citizens furprize. 
'Fhough feared and hated, yet he mlM a while. 
As captain or companion of the fpoil. 
Full many a year his hatefu! head had been 
tfor tribute paid, nor fince in Cambria feen s 
'the laft of all the titter fcapM by chance. 
And from Geneva firft infefted France, 
^me authors thus his pedigree will trace. 
But others write him of an upftart race ; 
Bccaufe of WickliflTs brood no mark he brings. 
But his innate antipathy to kings. 
Thefelaft deduce him from tV Helvetian kind. 
Who near the Leman-lake his confort lin'd : 
That fiery Zuinglius firft th' affpftion bred. 
And meagre Calvin bleft the nuptial bed. 
In Ifrael forac believe him whelp'd long fmce. 
When the proud fanhedrim opprefs'd tlie prince. 
Or, fince he will be Jew, derive him higlier. 
When Corah with his brethren did confpire 
From Mofes' hand the fovereign fway to wreft, 
And Aaron of his ephod to diveft t 
Till opening earth made way for all to pafs, 
And could not bear the burden of a clafs. 
The fox arid he came fhuffled in the dark, 
If ever they were ftowM in Noah^s ark : 
Perhaps not made $ for all their barking train 
The dog (a common fpecies) will contain. 



Anet 
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And fofxie wild cws, who from thdur niaftcrs ran, If 
Abhorring the fupremacy of man, V. 

In woods and caves the rebel-race began. . Ji 

O happy pair, how well have ybu ihcreasM ! : :! 

What ills in church and ftate have you redrefs'd? ■. \ 
With teeth untry'dj and rudiments of claws, . i' 

Your firft effay was on your native laws : 
Thofe having torn with cafe, ^nd trampM down» 
Your fangs you faftenM on the mitred cn»wb» 
And freed .&9m Qo4. 9^ monarchy y^ town. 
What though your native kennel ftill be ^nalli 
Bounded betwixt a puddle asd a wali$ ' 
Yet your vi^orioUs colonies are fer^ 
"Where the north ocean girds the continent. 
Quicken'd with fire below, your monfters bleed 
In fenny Holland, and ia fruitful Tweed s 
And like the firft the lafl: afFeas to be ' 

Drawn to the dregs of a democracy. 
As, where in fields the fairy rounds arefecn, 
A rank four herbage rifes on the green ; 
So, fpringing where thofe midnight elves advance, 
Rebellion prints the footfteps of the dance. 
Such are their doSrines, fuch contempt they fiiow 
To heaven above, and to their prince below, 
As none but traitors and blafphemci-s know. 
Cod, like the tyrant of the ikies, is piac'd. 
And kings, like flaves, beaeath the crowd debased. 
Sq fulfome is their food, that flocks rcfufe 
To bite, and oaly dogs for phyfic ufc. 

As, 
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^s, where the lightning runs along tbe grotrn<l» 
No hufbandry can heal the blafting wound $ * 
Hor bladed graTs, nor bearded corn fuccecds. 
But fcales of finirf and putrefaftion breeds i. 
Such wars, fuch wafte, Aich fiery tracks of dearth 
Their zeal lias lefty and Aich a teemlefs earth. 
Buty as the poifons of the deadlieft kind . 
Me to their own unhappy coafts confinM | 
A$ only Indmn Shades of fight deprive. 
And magic plan A will but in Colchos thrive ; 
So prefbytery snd peftilential zeal ' 
Can only fiourifh ii a commonweal. 
From Celtic woods is chasM the wolfifli crew ; 
But ah ! fome pity ev'n to brutes ift due : 
Their native walks methinks they might enjoy. 
Curbed of their native malice to deftroy. 
Of all the tyrannies on human-kind. 
The worft is that which perfecutes the mind. 
Let us but vreigh at what offence we ftrike, 
*Tis but becaufe we cannot think alike. 
In puniihing of this, we overthrow 
The laws of nations and of nature too. 
Beafts are the fub)e£^s of tyrannic fway. 
Where ftill the ftronger on the weaker prey, 
Man only of. a fofter oaold is made, 
Not for his fellow's ruin, but their aid : 
Created kind, beneficent, and free, 
The noble image of the Deity. 

One portion of informing fire was given 
To brutes, th' inferior family of heaven : 

The 
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The fmith divine, as with a carelefs beat. 

Struck out the mute, creation at a heat : 

But when arrived at laft to human race, 

The Godhead took a d^ep confidering fpace ; 

And to diftinguifh man from all the reft, 

UnlockM the facred tr^aAires of his bread ^ 

And mercy mixt with reafon did impart. 

One to his head, the other tp his heart : . 

Keafon to rule, but mercy to forgive ; 

The firft is law, the laft preroga^ve/ 

And like his mind his outward form appearM^ 

When, iffuing naked, to the wonderii 

He charmM their eyes ; and, for they lov'd, ihey fear\ 

Notarm'd with horns of arbitrary might. 

Or claws to feize their furry Cpoils in fight^ 

Or with increafe of feet t' overtake them in their flight s 

Of eafy fliape, and pliapt every way j 

Confeifing ftill the foftnefs of his clay, : . 

And kind as kings upon th^ir coronation^day : 

With open hands, and with extended fpace 

Of arms, to fatisfy a large embrace. 

Thus kneaded up with milk, the new-made man 

His kingdom o*er hia kii)dred. world began ; 

Till knowledge mifapply'd, mifunderftood. 

And pride of empire ibuxM his. balmy blood. 

Then, iirft rebelling, bis own ftamp he coins j 

The murderer Cain wa^ latent in his loins : 

And blood began its firft and loudeft cry, 

For differing wor&ip of the Deity. 

Vol. II. C Thus 
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Thus perfecution rofe, and farther fpace 
ProducM the mighty hunter of his race. 
Not fo the bleiiecl Pan his flock increasM, 
Content to fold them from the familhM beaft t 
Mild were his la^vs} the iheep and harrolefs fafxnd 
Were never of the jierfeeoting kind. 
Such pity now the pions paftor fktmt. 
Such mercy fiom i!he Britifh Hon ilows. 
That both provide protection from their ^>ei. 

Oh happy region), Italy and Spain, ' 
Which never did tiiofe monfters entertain! 
The wolf, the bear, the boar, can there advancr 
No native dahn of /uft inheritance. 
And fclf-preferving laws, fevere m fhow. 
May guard their fences from tV invading foe. 
Where birrfi has plac'd them. Jet them fafely ihate 
The common bene^t of vital air. 
Themfelves unharmful, let them live nnharm*d ^ 
Their jaw» difabled, and their claws dlfannM : 
Here, only m noClumal bowlings bolef. 
They dare not feize the Hind, nor leap the fold; 
More powerful, and as vigilant as they. 
The lion awfully forbids the prey. 
Their rage repi-efsM, thotigh pinchM with famine fbre. 
They ftand aloof, and tremble at his rearr 
Much is their hmiger, but their fear i» more. 
Thefe are the chief t to number o*er the reft. 
And ftand,. like Adam, naming every beaft> 
Were weary work j -nor will the Mufe dleftribe 
A flimy-born and fu»-begottcn tribe j 

5 Who, 
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Wbo, far from ftec^e^ and their facred fpMnd» 

In fields their fiiUen conventicles found, 

Theici. groff, haif-aaiins^tcd, lumps I leave j 

Nor cs^ I think wfeai thoughts they can conceive* 

But, if thqr thiQk at aiU "iti* (m no highipr 

Than matter, put in motwny iKay afpire i 

Souls that can fcarce icm^nt tfapiir 9iai# of cl^y s 

So droiTy, (b cUyifible* arc they. 

As would but ferve pure bpdie^ fyf allays 

Such fouls ^ (hards produce, fuch beetle things 

As only buz to hcayen with evening wings j . . . 

Strike in the 4^1(^9 o^ndii^g but by chance^ 

Such are the blindfold blows of ignoranqe, 

They know not beings, and but hate a Uffpe $ 

To them the Hind and Papther are the fkofe. 

The Panther fure the nobleft, next t)ie |iindj| 
And ikireft creature of the fpotted kind f 
Oh, could her in-born ftains be waAi'd ayray^. 
She were tpo good to be a beaft of prey ! 
How can I praife, or blame, and not piFepd^ 
Or how 4ivi4e the frailty from the friend i 
Her faults and virtues Ik £0 mix'd, that (he 
Nor wholly ftands cpndjemn^d,. nor wholly fr^« , i 
Then, like her iniujr'd lion, let me fpeak ; 
He cannot l^nd her, ^nd he would not break. 
Unkind already, and eftrang'd in part, ^ , 

The wolf begins to (hare her wandering heart. . , r 
Though unpolluted yet with a6lual ill, 
She half commits who (ins but in her will. 

C % If, 
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If, as otir dt-eaming platonifts report, 

There could be fpirits of a middle fort, 

Too black for heaven, and yet too' white for hdl, ' 

Who juft dropt half way down, nor lower fell j 

So poi'sM, -fo gently (hedfe(<:eiKl8 from high. 

It feems a foft difmiflion froiii the (ky« 

•.Ker hdtife not ancient; whatfecTer pretence 
her clergy heralds make in her defence. 

\A fecond century not half-way run. 
Since the new hononrs of her blood begun. 
A lion olH, obfcene, and furious made 
By luft, comprefsM her mother in a fliade ; 
Then, by a left-hand marriage, weds the-darije. 
Covering adultery with a fpecious namet 
So fchifm' begot-} and facrilege and (he, 
A well-match'd pair, got gracclefs herefy. 
GoU's and kings rebels have the fame good caufe. 
To trample down divine and human laws : 
Both .'would be callM reformers, and their hate 
Alike deftruflive both to church and ftate : 
The fruit proclaims the plant ; a lawlefs prince 
By luxury reform^'d incontinence ; 
By ruins, charity; by riots, abftinence. 
Confefllons, fafts, and penance fet afide-; 
Oh with what eafe we follow fuch a guide. 
Where fouls are ftarv*d, and fcnfes gititify'dl 
Where marriage pleafnres' midnight prayer fupply, 
And mattin bel"ls, a melancholy cry, 
Aic tun'd to merrier notes, Increafc and multiply. 

5 - -^ Religion 
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Religion (hews a rofy-cblour'd face ; 

Not battered out with drudging Works of grace s 

A down -hill reformation rolU ajSace. 

What flefti and blood woold crowd the narrow gate,* 

Or, till they wa*e their pampered paunches, wait ? 

All would be happy at the chfcapeftrate. 

Though bur lean faith thefe xtgid laws has given. 
The full-fed Mufluln»an goes fat to heaven ^ 
For his Arabian prophet with delights 
Of fenfe allured his eaftern pixjfelytesr. • 
The jolly Luther, reading himj began 
T' interpret Scriptures by hts* Alcoran ; * 

To grub the thorns beneath our tender feet, • 
And make the paths of Paradift more fweet : 

Bethought him of a wife evt half way gone, 
For 'twas uneafy traveling alone,; 
Andy in this nffafquerade of mirth and love, 
Miftook the blifs of heaven for Bacchanals above. 

Sure he prefumM of praife, who came to ftock 
Th'etherial paftures with fo fair a flock, 

Btirnifli'd, and battening on their food, to fhow 
Thdr diligence of carcfbl herds below. 

Our Panther, though like thfefe fhe changed her head, 

Yet as the raiftrefs of a monarch^ bed. 

Her front ereft with majefty (he bore. 

The crofier weilded, and the mitre Wore. 

Her upper part of decent difcjpline 

Shewed affixation of an ancient line 5 

And fathers, councils, church and church's head, 

Were on her reverend phylafteries read. 

C 3 But 
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^ut what difgracM and difavowM the reft. 
Was Calvin's brand, that ftigmatizM the t(nfL 
Iphus, like a creature of a double kind^ 
In her own labyrinth ihe Urea €oo£n'd* 
To foreign lands no found of her is come*. , 
Humbly content to be defpts'd tt home. . 
Such is her faith, where good cannot be had. 
At leaft fhe leaves the refuft^of the bad : 
Nice in her choice of ill, though not of beft, 
And ieaft deform'd, becaufe deform'd the ieaft. 
In doubtful points betwixt her differing friends^ 
Where one for fubftance> one for iign contends^ 
Their contradicting terms. (he ftrives to jois § 
Sign (hall be fubftance, fuhft^nce (hall be fign. 
A real prefence all her fons alloVr, 
And yet ^tis flat idolatry to bow, 
Becaufe the godliead 's there they know not how* 
Her novices are tai;9ht| ^i^ .bread smd wiile 
Are but the vifible and outwani fign, 
KeceivM by thofe who in conamunioa join* • 
But th' inward grace, or the thing iignify'd» . 
His blood and body, who to fave us dy'd | 
The faithful this thing fignif/d receive: 
What is 't thofe faithful then partake or leave ? 
For what is fignifyM and underftood. 
Is, by her own confeflipo, fle(h and blood. 
Then, by the fame acknowledgment, we know 
They take the fign, and take the fubftance too. 
The literal fenfe is hard to flelh and bloody 
But ndnfehfe never can be underftood. 
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Her wild belief on every wave i« toft 5 
But fure no church can better morals booft. 
Tnie to her king her principkK are found ; 
Oh that her praftice were but half fo found i 
Stedfaft in various turns of ftate (he ftood, 
And (eaJM her vowM affe^on with ber blood 1 
Nor will I measly tax her conftancy, 
That intereft or obligement made the tye. 
Bound to the fate of nxirderVi monarchy. 
Before the founding ax lb falls the vine, 
Whofe tender branches round the poplar twi«t. 
She chofo her ruin^ and reiignM her life. 
In death undaunted as an Indian wife : 
A rare example ! 'but fome (buls we fee 
Grow hard, and ftiffen with adverfity : 
Yet thefe by fortune^s favours are undone ; -^ 

Kefolv^d into a bafer form they run, ^ 

And bore the wind, but cannot bear the Aim ^ 

Let this be nature*8 frailty, or her fate. 
Or JAtnm's counfel, her new-chofen mate ; . 
Still me "s the faireft of the fallen crew, 
Ko mother more indulgent but the true. 

Fierce to her foes, yet fears her force to try, 
Becaufe fhe wants innate authority ) 
For how can ihe conftrain them to obey. 
Who has herfelf caft off the lawfal fway ? 
Rebellion equals all ; and tbofe, who toil 
In common theft, will fiiare the common fpoU. 
Let her produce the title and the right 
Agunft her old fuperiors firft to fight | 

C4 If 
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If (he reform by text, cv'n that 's as plain ' 
For her own. rebels to reform again. . . • 

As long as words a different fenfe will bear. 
And each may be his own interpreter, 
Our airy faith will no foundation find : 
The word 's a weathercock for every wind i 
The bear, the fox, the wolf, by turns prevail ; 
The moft in power fupplies tbe.prefent gale. 
The wretched Panther cries aloud for aid 
To church and councils, whom ihe firft betray 'd $ 
No help from fathers or tradition^s train : 
Thofe ancient guides fhe taught us to difdain, 
And by that fcripture, which (he once abus'd 
To reformation^ (lands herfelf accusM. 
What bills for breach of laws can (he prefer j 
Expounding which (he owns hei^feif may err i 
And, after all her winding ways are try'd. 
If doubts arife, (he (lips h^rfelf afide. 
And leaves the private coio/cience for the guide. 
If then that confcience fet th* offender free, ^ 

It bars her claim to chvrch ajiiiliiprity. ^ 

How can (he cenfure, or what criiae pretend. 
But fcripture may be conftrued to defend ? 
Ev'n thofe, whom for rebellion (he tranfmits 
To civil power, her do^ine firft acquits ; 
Becaufe no difobcdience can enfue. 
Where no fubmiflion to a. judge, is due ; 
Each judging for himfelf by her confent, 
Whom thus abfolv'd flie fci^ds to punifhmcntt 

. Suppofe 
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Siippofc the inagiftrate revenge her caufe, 
'Tis only for tranfgreffing human laws. 
How anfwenng to its end a church is made, 
Whofe power is but to counfel and perfuade ! 
folid rock, on whiqh fecure fhe ftands ! 
Eternal houfe not built with mortal hands ! 
O Aire defence againft th' infernal gate, 
A patent during pleafurc of the ftate ! 

Thu^ is die Panther neither lov'd nor fear'd, 
A meer mock queen of a divided herd }. 
Whom foon by lawful power (he might controul, 
Heifelf a pajrt fubmitted to the whole. 
Then, as the moon who firft receives the light 
By which (he makes our nether regipns bright. 
So might (he (hine, refle6ling from afar 
The rays (he borrowM from a* better ftar j 
Big with the beams which from her mother flow. 
And reigning o'er the rifing tides below : 
Now, mixing with a favage crowd, (he goes. 
And meanly flatters her inveterate foes, 
RuPd while (he rules, and lofing every hour 
Her wretched remnants of precarious power. 

One evening, while the cooler fliade (he fought. 
Revolving many a melancholy thought, , 
Alone (he walkM, and look'd around in vain. 
With rueful vifage, for her vanilh'd train : 
None of her fylvan fubjefts made their court j 
Lcivees and couchees pafs'd without refort. 
So hardly can ufurpers manage well 
Thofe whom they firft infbrufted to rebel. 

More 
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More liberty begets defire of more ; 

The hunger ftill increafes with the ftore. 

Without refpeft they brufliM along the wood ^* 

Each in hre clan, and, fiUM with loathfome food, C 

Aik'd no permiffion to* the neighbouring flood. 3 

The Panther, full of inward difcontent. 

Since they would go, before them wifely went ; 

Supplying want of power by drinking firft, 

As if (he gave them leave to quench their thirft. 

Among the reft, the Hind, with fearful fecc, 

Beheld from far the common watering-place, 

Nor durft approach j till with an awful roar 

The fovereign lion bad her fear no more. 

Encouraged thus ihe brought her younglings nigh, 

Watching the motions of her patron's eye, 

And drank a fober draught ; the reft amaz*d 

Stood mutely ftill, ahd on the ftranger ga2*d ; 

Survcy'd her part by part, and fought to find 

The tcn-hom'd monfter in the harmlefs Hind, 

5uch as the Wolf and Panther had defign'd. 

They thought at firft they dreamed j for 'twas offence 

With them, to queftion certitude of fenfc. 

Their guide in faith : but nearer when they drew, 1 

And had the faultlefs obje£l full m view, > 

Lord, how they all admir'd her heavenly hue ! 3 

Some, who before her fellowfliip difdain'd. 

Scarce, and but fcarce, from in-born rage reftrain'd, L 

Now frilk'd about her, and old kindred feign'd. J 

Whether for love or intereft, every fcft 

Of all the fairage nation fiiew'd re fpe&. 

The 
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The viceroy Paother could not awe thA herd ) 
The more the company^ the lefs they feai^d. 
The furly Wolf with fecret eavy hurft, 
Yet could not howl \ the Hind had fem him firft t 
But what he durft not fpeak, the Panther durft. 

For when the herd, fufiic^d, did late repair 
To femey heaths, and to their foreft lare» 
She made a mannerly excufe to iby. 
Proffering the Hind to wait her half the way t 
That, fince the iky was clear, an hour of talk 
Might help htr to beguile the tedious walk. 
With much good-will the motion was embracM* 
To chat a while on their adventures pafs'd s 
Kor had the grateful Hind fo foon forgot 
Her friend and fell^w-fufPerer in the. plot. 
Yet wondering how of late (he grew eftrangM, 
Her forehead cloudy, and her countenance changed* 
She thought this hour th* occafion would prefent 
To learn her fecret caufe of difcontent, 
VHiich, well (he hop^d, might he with eafe redrefsM, i 
Confidering her a well-bred civil beaft^ > 

And more a gentlewoman than the reft. «^ 

After fome common talk what rumors ran* 
The lady of the fpotted-muif began. 

The SECOND PART. 

T^ AME, faid the Panther, times are mended well, 
-■^ Since late among the Philiftines you fell. 
The toils were pitch''d, a fpacious tra£l of ground 
With expert huntfmen was encompafs^d round \ 

Th' 
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Th' inclofurfc narpow'd ; the fagacious power 

Of hounds and death drew nearer every hour. • 

'Tis true, the younger K6n fcap'd the fnare, 

Bqt all your prieilly calves lay ftruggling there ; 

As facrificcs on their altars laid ; ' ■% 

While you their careful mother wifely fled, 1 

Not trufting deftiny to fave your hej^d. j 

For whatever promifes you have apply'd 

To your unfailing church, the furer fide 

Is four fair legs in danger to provide. '" 

And whatever tales df Peter's chair you tell. 

Yet, faving reverence of the miracle, 

The better luck was yours to fcape fo well. 

As I remember, faid the fober Hind, 
Thofe toils were for your own dear felf defi^n'd, 
As well as me ; and with the felf-fame thfow, 
To catch the quarry and the vermiri too. 
Forgive the flanderoiis tongues that caird you fo, 
Howe'er you take it now, the common cry 
Then ran you down for your rank loyalty. 
Befides, in Popery they thought you nurft, * 

As evil tongues will ever fpeak the worft, 
Becaufe fome forms, and ceremonies fome 
You kept, and ftood in the main queftion dumb. 
Dumb you were born indeed ; but thinking long 
The teft it fecnis at iaft has loos'd your tongue. 
And to explain what your forefathers meant. 
By real prefence in the facrament. 

After 
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After long fencing pufliM againft a wall, 

Your falvo comes, that he^s not there at all : 

There changed ybiir faith^ and what may change may | 

fall. 

Who can believe what varies every day. 
Nor ever was, nor will be, at a ftay ? 

Tortures may force the tongue untruths to tell, 
And I ne^er 6wn*d myfelf infallible, 
KeplyM the-Pantfaer : grant (uch preftnce were, 
Yet in your feife I never own'd it there. 
A real virtue we by faith receive. 
And that we in the facrament believe* " 

Then faid the Hindi as you the matter ihitey 
Not only Jefuits can equivocate $ 
For real, as you now the word expound. 
From folid fubftance dwindles to a found. 
Methinks an jCfop^s fable you repeat ; 
You know who took the fhadow for rfiemeat : 
Your churches fubftance thus you change at will. 
And yet retain your former figure ftill. 
I freely gram: you fpofce to feve ywir life ; 
For then you lay beneath the butcher*s knife. i 

Long time you fought, redoubled battery bore. 
But, after all, againft yourfelf -you fwore 5 
Your former felf : for every hour your form 
Is chopped and changM, like winds before a ftorm. ' 
Thus fear and intereft will prevail with fome 5 
For all have not the gift of martyrdom. 

The Panther giinn'd at ihis, .and thus replyM t 
That men may err was never yet deny'd. 

But, 
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But, if that cpmrnpn principle be tnie^ 
The canooDf dame, is levelM full at you.. 
'But> ihunniog long dlfputes, I fain would fee 
That wondrous wight Infallibility. 
Is he from heayen« tljis nughty champion* come : 
Or lodged below in iiibterranean Rome ? 
Firft, ieat him fom^where* and derire his race» 
Or elfe conclude that nothing has no place* 

Suppoie, 4»ougji I difown it, faid the Hinds 
The certain n)anCpn were not yet ailignM i 
The doubtful reiidenjce no proof can bnog 
.Again ft the plain exiftpnce of the thing,. 
Becaufe pbiloTophersinay difa^cc. 
If fight emiifion or repepjtipn be* 
Shall it be thence in£errM» I do not fee ? 
But you require an ^nfwer pofitive. 
Which yet, wh^n I deipand, you due not give j 
For fallacies in univerfals live. 
I then affirm that this unfailing guide . 
In pope and general councils muft reOde ; 
Both lawful, both combined i what one decrees 
By num^ous votes, the other ratifies i 
On thi3 undoubted lenfe the church relies* 
*Tis true, fome do&ors in a fcantier 4>ace» 
I mean, in each apart, contrail the place, 
Some^ who to greater iength extend the line^ 
The chwrch's after-acceptation join. 
This laft circumference appears too wide ; 
The church difiu$*d is by the council ty'd ; 
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As members, by thetr rcprcfentatiTes 

ObligM to iaws, which prince and fenate gives. 

Thus Come confraf^, and fome enlarge the ipace : 

In pope and council who denies the place, 

Aififted from above with God's unfatling grace? 

Thofe canons all the needful points contain ; 

Their fenfe fo obv'ious^ and their worAs fo plain. 

That no difputes about the dottbtiw text 

Have hitherto the labouring worid perpIexM. 

If any fliould in after-times appear. 

New councils muftbecallM, to make the meamng clean 

Becaufe in them the power ftipreme refides $ 

And all die promifes are to the guides. 

This may be taught with found and fafe defence t 

But mark kow Tandy is your own pretence, 

Who, fetting councils, pope, and church afide. 

Are every man his own preftiming guide. 

The facred books, you fay, are full and plain^ 

And every needful point of truth contafn : 

All who can read interpreters may be : 

Thus, though your feveral churches difagree^ 

Yet every faint has to himfelf alone 

The fecret of this philofophic ftone. 

Thcfe principles your jarring fefts unite, 

When di£Fering dof^ors and dlfciples fight. 

Though Luther, Zuinglius, Calvin, holy chiefs. 

Have made a battle-royal of beliefs ; 

Or like wild liorfes feveral ways have whirl'd 

The tortur'd text about the chriftian world j 

£acb 
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Each Jehu lafhing on with furious force^ . 
That Turk or Jew could not have us'xi it worfc ; 
No matter what diflfenilpn leaders make, 
Where every private man may fave a ftake : 
ItulM by the (cripture and his own advice^ 
Each has a blind bye-path to Paradife ) 
Where, driving in a circle flow oriaft, 
Oppofmg fe^ls are i^re to meet at lail. 
A wondroiis charity you have in ftore 
For all reformed to pafs the narrow door : 
So much, that Mahomet had fcarcely more. 
For he, kind prophet,, was for damning none ; 
But Chrift and Mofc^ were to fave their own t 
Himfelf was to fecure his chofen race. 
Though reafon good for Turks to. take the jplace. 
And he allowed to be the better man. 
In virtue of his liolier Alcoran. 

True, faid the Panther, I ftiall ne'er deny 
My brethren may be fav'd as well as I : 
Though Huguenots condemn our ordination, 
Succedion, minifterial vocation ; 
And Luther, more miftaking what he read, 
Misjoins the facred body with the bread ; 
Yet, lady, ftill /emember I maintain, 
The word in needful points is only plain. 

Needlefs, or needful, I not now contend. 
For ftill you have a loop-hole for a friend j 
(Rejoin'd the matron) : but the rule you lay *> 

Has led whole flocks, and leads them ftill aftray, > 
In weighty points, and full damnation's way, ^ 

For 
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For did not Ariiis iirft, Socinus now. 
The Son's eternal God-hwd dif?ivow ? 
And did not thefe by gofpel texts alone 
Condemn opr dottrine, and maintain their pvtrn ? 
Have not all hereticks the fame pretence 
To plead the fcriptnres in their own defence ? 
How did the Nicene council then decide 
That ftrong debate ? was it by fcripture try'd ? 
No, fure j to that the rtbel wotild not yield ; 
Squadrons of texts he marfhard in tlv iield : 
That was but civil war, an equal fet, 
"Where piles with piles, and eagles eagles met. 
With texts point-blank and plain he facM the foCf 
And did not Satan tempt oar Saviour Co ? 
The good old bifhops took a fimpler way ; 
Each aflc'd but what he h«afd his father fay, 
Or how he was inftrufted in his youth, 
And by tiadition's force upheld the truth. 

The Panther fmilM at this ; and when, faid fltey 

Were thofe firft councils difallowM by me ? 

Or where did I at fure tradition ftrike. 

Provided ftill it were apdftolic f 

Friend, faid the Hind, you quit your fonwer g*6und| 

Where all your faith you did oh fcripture f&ond : 

Now 'tis tradition join'd with holy writ ; 

But tfaus'jybur raemory betrays your wit. 
No, faid the Psfftther; fbt in that I view, 

"When your tradition 's forg'd, and when 'tis true. 

I fet them by ihc rule, and, as they fquarc. 

Or deviate from undoubted doftrinc there. 

This oi-al fiSton, that old faith dttciare. 

Vol. n. D (Hind.) 
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(Hind.) The council ftecr'd, it feems, a dliFerentcourie; 
They try'd the fcripture by tradition's force : 
But you tradition by the fcripture try; 
Purfued by fe6is, from this to that you fly. 
Nor dare on one foundation to rely. 
The word is then deposed, and in this view. 
You rule the fcripture, not the fcripture you. 
Thus faid the dame, and, fmiling, thus purfued : 
I fee, tradition then is difallow'd, 
When not evinc'd by fcripture to be true. 
And fcripture, as interpreted by you. 
But here you tread upon unfaithful ground } 
Unlefs you could infallibly expound : 
Which you rejeft as odious popery^ 
And throw that doftrine back with fcorn on me, 
Suppofe we on things traditive divide, 
And both appeal to fcripture to decide ; 
By various texts we both uphold our claim, 
Nay, often, ground our titles on the fame : 
After long labour loft, and time's expence. 
Both grant the words, and quarrel for the fcnfe. 
Thus all difputes for ever muft depend j 
For no dumb rule can controverfies end. 
Thus, when you faid. Tradition muft be tryM 
By facred writ, whofe fenfe yourlelvcs decide. 
You faid no more, but that yourfelvcs muft be 
The judges of the fcripture fenfe, not we. 
Againft our church -tradition you declare. 
And yet your clerks would fit in Mofes' chair : 
At leaft 'tis prov'd againft your argument, 
The rule is far from plain, where all diifent. 



If 
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If not by fcriptures, how can we be fure 
Reply'd the Panther, what tradition 's pure ? 
For you raay palm upon us new for old : 
All, as they fay, that glitters is not gold. ' 

How but by following her, replyM the dame. 
To whom dcrivM from fire to fon they came 5 
Where every age does on another move, 
And trufts no farther than the next above ; 
Where all the rounds like Jacobus ladder rife. 
The loweft hid in earth, the topmoft in the Ikies. 

Sternly the favage did her anfwer mark. 
Her glowing eye-balls glittering in the dark, 
And faid but this : Since lucre was your ti-ade. 
Succeeding times fuch dreadful gaps have made^ 
Tis dangerous climbing : To your fons and yt>u 
I leave the ladder, and its omen too. 

.(Hind.) The Panther's breath was ever famM for 
fweet ; 
But from the wolf fuch wishes oft I meet : 
You learn'd this language from the blatant beaft. 
Or rather did not fpeak» but were poffefs'd. 
As for your anfwer, 'tis but barely urg'd : 
You miift evince tradition to be forgM ; 
Produce plain proofs ; unblemi/h'd authors ufe 
As ancient as thofe ages they accufe j 
Till when 'tis not fuflUcient to defatne : 
An old poflTeilion ftands, till elder quits the claim. 
Then for our intereft, which is namM alone 
To load with envy, wc retort your own. 

D 2 For 



Digitized by Google 



)6. DR YD EN'S POEMS. 

For when traditions in your faces fly, 

Refolving not to yields you muft deciy. 

As when the caufe goes hard, the guilty man 

Excepts, and thins his jury all he can ; 

So when you ftand of other aid bereft. 

You to the twelve apoftles would be left. 

Your friend the Wolf did with more craft provi^ 

To fet thofe toys traditions quite aftde i 

And fathers too, unlefs when, reafon fpent. 

He cites them but fometimes for ornament. 

But, madam Panther, you, though more fmcere> 

Are not fo wife as your adulterer : 

The private fpirit is a better blind. 

Than all the dodging tricks your authors findf 

For they, who left the fcripture to the crowd, 

Each for his own pecfiliar judge allowed ; 

The way to pleafc them was to make them proud. 

Thus with full fails they ran upon the flielf ; 

Who could fufpeft a cozenage from himfelf ? 

On his own reafon fafer 'tis to ftand. 

Than be deceived and damn'd at fecond-hand. 

But you, who fathers and traditions take, ' 

And garble fome, and fome you quite forfake. 

Pretending church-authority to fix, 

And yet fome grains of private fpirit mix. 

Are like a mule made up of differing feed. 

And that's the reafon why you never breed j 

At lead not propagate your kind abroad. 

For home diffenters are by ftatutes aw'd. 

And 
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And yet they grow upon you every day, 

WhiJe you, to fpeak the beft, are at a ftay, 

For fefts, that are extremes, abhor a middle way. 

Like tricka of ftate, to ftop a raging flood, 

Or mollify a mad-bralnM fenate's mood : 

Of all expedients never one was good. 

Well may^ they argue, nor can you deny. 

If we muft fix on church authority, 

Beft on the beft, the fountain, not the flood j 

That muft be better ftill, if this be good. 

Shall ftie command who has herfelf rebell'd ? 

Is antichrift by antichrift expell'd ? 

Did we a lawful tyranny difplace. 

To fet aloft a baftard of the race ? 

^^y all thefe wars to win the book, if we 

Muft not interpret for ourfelves, but (he ? 

Either be wholly flaves, or wholly free. 

For purging fires traditions muft not fight j 

But they muft prove epifcopacy's right. 

Thus thofe led horfes are from fei-vice freed ; 

You never mbunt them but in time of need. 

Like mercenaries, hir'd for home defence, 

They will not ferve againft their native prince. 

Againft domeftic foes of hierarchy 

Thefe are drawn forth, to make fanatics fly; 

But, when they fee their countrymen at hand, -^ 

Marching againft them under church-ccmmahJ, ^ 

Stiaight they forfake their colours, anddifband. ^ 

Thus flie, nor could the Panther well enlarge 
With weak defence againft fo ftrong a charge ; 

D 3 But 
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But faid : For what did Chrift bis word provide. 

If ftiJl his church muft want a living guide ? 

And if all-faving do^lrines are not there, 

Or facred penmen could not make them clear, 

Fi'om after-ages we Ihould hope in vain 

For truths, which men infpir'd could not explain. 

before the word was written, faid the Hind, 
Cur Saviour preachM his faith to human kind : 
From his apoftles the firft age received 
Eternal truth, and what they taught belicv'd. 
Thus by tradition faith v/as planted firft ; 
Succeeding flocks fucceeding paftors nurs'd. 
This was the way our wife Redeemer chofe, 
(Who fure could all things for the beft difpofe, 
To fence his fold from their encroaching foes. 
He could have writ himfelf, but well forefaw 
Th' event would be like that .of Mofcs' law 5 
Some difference would arife, fome doubts remain. 
Like thofe which yet the jarring Jews maintain. 
No written laws can be fo plain, fo pure. 
But wit may glofs, and malice may obfcurej 
Not thole indited by his firfl command, 
A prophet gravM the text, an angel held his hand« 
Thus faith was, ere the written word appear'd. 
And men believ'd not what they read but heard. 
But fmce th' apofllcs could not be confined 
To thefe, or thofe, but feverally dcfign'd 
Their large commiflion round the world to blow 5 
To fpread their faith, they fprcad their labours too. 

Yet 
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Yet ftill their abfent flock their pains did ihare ; 

They hearkenM ftill, for love produces care. 

And as niiftakes arofe, or difcords fell. 

Or bold reducers taught them to rebel. 

As charity grew cold, or fad^ion hot. 

Or long negle6k their leffons had foi^t. 

For all dieir wants they wifely did provide. 

And preaching by epiftles was fupply'd : 

So great phyficians cannot all attend. 

But foroe they vifit, and to fome they f^ad. 

Yet all thofe letters were not writ to all j 

Nor firft intended but occado/i:)!. 

Their abfent fermons ; nor if they contain 

All needful do6lrines, are thofe do6lnnes plain. 

Cleamefii by frequent preaching muft be wrought i 

They writ but feldom, but they daily taught. 

And what one faint has faid of holy Paul, 

*« He darkly vwit," is true apply'd to all. 

For this obfcurity could heaven provide 

More prudently than by a living guide. 

As doubts arofe, the difference to decide > 

A guide waa therefore needful, therefore made ; 

And, if appointed, fure to be obeyM. 

Thus, with due reverence to th' apoftles* writ, 

By which my fons are taught, to which fubmit 5 

I think, thofe truths, their facred works contain, 

The church alone can certainly explain ; 

That following ages, leaning on the paft. 

May reft upon the piimitive at laft. 

D 4 Nor 
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Nor would I thence the word no rule infei;. 

But none without the churclv-interpieter. 

Becaufe, as I have urgM before^ 'tis mut«« 

And is itfelf the fubief^ of difpute. 

But what th' apoftles their fucce£>£3 tavgfht, 

They to the next, from them to us is brought, 

Th* undoubted fenfe which is in fvripture (ought. 

From hence the church is arm'd, when errors rife 

To ftop their entrance, and prevent furprife ; 

And, fafe entrenchM within, her foes without defies. 

By thefe all feftering fores her councils heal. 

Which time or has difclos'd, or (hall reveal j 

For difcord cannot end without a. lail appeal. 

Nor can a council national decide. 

But with fubordination to her guide : 

(I wi(h the caufe were on that iflRje try'd.) 

Much lefs the fcripture ; for fuppofe debate 

Betwixt pretenders to a fair eftate, 

Bequeathed by fome legator^d laft intent ; 

(Suth is our dying Saviour's teftament:) 

The will is prof'd, is openM, and is read ^ 

The doubtful heirs their differing titles plcad^i 

All vouch the words their intereft to maintain^ 

And each prcten Is by thofc his caufe is plain. 

Shall then the Teftamcnt award the right ? 

No, that 's the Hungary for which they fight j 

The field of battle, fubjeft of debate ; 

The thing contended for, the fair eftate. 

The fenfe is intricate, 'tis onJy clear 

What vowels and what confanants arc there. 

There- 
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Therefore 'tis plain, its meaning muft be try'd 
Before feme judge appeinted to decide. 

Suppofe, the: fiair apoftate hid, I grant. 
The faithful flock fome living guide ffeould want. 
Your arguments an endlei« chace purfue : 
Produce this vaunted leader to our view. 
This mighty. Mofes of the chofen crew. 

The dame* who faw her fainting foe retir'd^ 
With force renewed, to viSory afpir'd j 
And, looking ufward to her kindred iky, 
As once our Saviour own'd his Deity, 
Pronounc'd hi» words—" Ihe whom ye feek am I." 
Nor lefs amaiM' this voice the Panther heard. 
Than were thofe Jews to hear a God declared. 
Then thus the matron modeftly renew'd : 
Let all your prophets and their fe£ls be view'd> 
And fee to which of them yourfelves think fit 
The condo^ of your confcience to fubmit ; 
Each profelytc would vot^ his do6lor beft> 
With abfolute-exclofion to the reft : s 
Thus would your Polifli diet difagree. 
And end, as it began, in anarchy : 
Yoarfdf the faireft for eleftion ftand, 
Becaufe you feem crown-general of the land : 
But foon again ft your fuperftitlous lawn 
Some preftjytei-ian fabre would be drawn : 
In your eftablilh'd laws of fovereignty • 
The reft fome fundamental flaw would fee. 
And call rebellion gofpel-liberty. 
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To church-decrees your articles require 
SubmifTion moltify'd, if not entire. 
Homage denyM, tp cenfures you proceed : 
But when Curtana will not do the deed, 
Ypu lay that pointlefs clergy-weapon by. 
And to the laws, your fword of juftice, fly. 
Now this your f^fts the more unkindly take, 
Thofe prying varlets hit the blots you make, 
Becaufe fome ancient friends of yours declare. 
Your only rule of faith the fcriptures aiT, 
Interpreted by men of judgment found, 
Which every fe£l will for themfelves expound 5 
Nor think lefs reverence to their do£(ors due 
For found interpretation, than to you. 
If then, by able heads, are undcrftood 
Your brother prophets, who reformed abroad j 
Thofe able heads expound a wifer way, 
That their own ilieep their /hepherd ftiould obey. 
But if you mean yourfelves are only found, 
That doftrine turns the reformation round. 
And all the reft are falfe reformers found 5 
Becaufe in fundry points you ftand alone. 
Not in communion joined with any one ; 
And therefore muft be all the church, of none. 
Then, till you have agreed whofe judge is bed, 
Againft this forc'd fubmiflion they proteft : 
While found and found a different fenfe explains. 
Both play at hardhead till they break their brains ; 
And from their chairs each other's force defy, 
,While unregarded tlwnders vainly fly. 

Iptfs 
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I pafs the reft, becaufe your church alone ^ 

Of all ufurpers beft could fill the throne. 

But neither you, nor any feft befide. 

For this high office can be qualify'd. 

With necefljuy gifts required in fuch a guide. 

For that, which muft diredl the whole, muft be *% 

Bound in one bond of faith and unity : > 

But all your feveral churches difagree. J 

The confubftantiating church and prieft 

Refufe communion to the Calvinift : 

The French reform'd from preaching you reftrain, 

Becaufe you judge their ordination vain 5 

And fo they judge of yours, but donors rauft ordain. 

In (hort, in doftrine, or in difclpline. 

Not one reform'd can with another join : 

But a)l from each, as from damnation, fly j 

No union they pretend, but in Non-Popery : 

Nor, (hould their members in a fynod meet. 

Could any church prefume to mount the feat. 

Above the reft, their difcords to decide ; 

None would obey, but each would be the guide : 

And face to face diflenfions would increafe j 

For only diftance now prefcrves the peace. 

All in their turns accufers, and accus'd : 

Babel was never half fo much confus'd : 

What one can plead, the reft can plead as well j ^ 

For amongft equals lies no laft nppeal, > 

And all confcfs themfclvcs are fallible. J 

Now fmce you grant feme neccflary guide, 

All who can err are juftly laid afide : 

Becaufe 
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Becaufe a tin ft fo facrcd to confer 

Shews want of fuch a fure intcqjreter ; 

And how can he be needful who can err ? 

Then granting that unerring guide we want, 

Ttat fuch there is you ftand obligM to grant t 

Our Saviour elfe were wanting, to fupply 

Our needs, and obviate that neceffity. 

It then remains, that church can only be 

The guide, which owns unfailing certainty ; 

Or elfe you flip your hold, and change your fide, 

Kelapiing from a neceffary guide. 

But this annex'd condition of the crown, 

Irttmunity from errors, you difown ; 

Here then you fhrink, and lay your weak pretenfions 

down. 
For petty royalties you raife debate ; 
But this unfailing univerfiil ftate 
You fliun 5 nor dare fucceed to fuch a glorious weight 
And for that caufe thofe promifes deteft,' 
With which our Saviour did his church inveft j 
But ftrive t' evade, and fear to find them true. 
As confcious they were never meant to you : 
All which the mother chiu-ch aflferts her own. 
And with unrival'd claim afcends the throne. 
So when of old th' almighty Father fate 
Jn council, to redeem our ruin*d ftate. 
Millions of millions, at a diftance round, 
Silent the facrcd confiftory crown'd. 
To hear what mercy, mixt with juHice, could pro- 
pound t 

All 
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All prompt with eager pity, to fulfil 
The full extent of their Creator's will. 
. But when the ftern conditions were declarM, 
A mournful whifper through the hoft was heard» 
And the whole hierarchy, with heads hung down, 
Submiflively declined the ponderous profierM crown. 
Then, not till then, th' eternal Son from high 
Rofe in the ftrength of ail the Deity ; 
Stood forth f accept the terms, and underwent 
A weight which all the frame of heaven had bent, 
Nor he himfelf could bear, but as Omnipotent. . 
Now, to remove the leaft remaining doubt. 
That ev'n the blear-ey'd fe^s may find her out. 
Behold what heavenly rays adorn her brows, 
What from his wardrobe her Belov'd allows 
To deck the wedding-day of his unfpotted fpoufe. 
Behold what maj^s of majefty (he brings ^ 
Richer than ancient heirs of eaftern kings : 
Her right hand holds the fceptre and the keys, ^ 
To fliew whom (he commands, and who obeys "s 
With thefe to bind, or fet the finner free, ^ 
With that to alTert fpiritual royalty. 

One in herfelf, not rent by fchifm, but founds 
Entire, one folid (hining diamond ; 
Not fparkles ihattea-'d into ie£ls like you : 
One is the church, and muft be to be true : 
One central principle of unity, ^ 

As undivided, £b from ehrers frce» t 

As ooe ia fakb» fo one in ianclity. 3 

Thus 
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Thus (he, and none but (he, th* infulting rage 

Of heretics opposed from age to age : 

Still when the giant-brood invades her throne. 

She ftoops from heaven, and meets them half way 

down. 
And with paternal thunder vindicates her crown. 
But like Egyptian forcerers you (land. 
And vainly lift aloft your magic wand, 
To fweep away the fwarms of vermin from the land 
You could like them, with like infernal force. 
Produce the plague, but not arreft the conrfe. 
But when the boils and blotches, with difgrace 
And public fcandal, fat upon the face, 
Themfelves attack'd, the Magi ftrove no more. 
They faw God's finger, and their fate deplore j 
Themfelves they could not cure of the di (honed fore, 
Thus one, thus pure, behold her largely fpread. 
Like the fair ocean from her mother-bed ; 
From eaft to weft triumphantly (he rides, 
All (hores are watered by her wealthy tides. 
The gofpcl-found, diffused from pole to pole, 
Where winds can carry, and where waves can roll. 
The felf-fame doftrine of the facred page 
Convey'd to every clime, in every age. 

Here let my forrow give my fatire place. 
To raife new blulhes on my Briti(h race ; 
Our failing (hips like common-fewers we ufe, 1 

And through our diftant colonies diffufe > 

The draught of dungeons, and the ftench of ftews. J 
5 Whonij 
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Whom, when their home-bred honefty is loft. 
We difembogue on fome far Indian coaft : 
Thieves, pandars, paillards, fins of every fort; 
Thofc are the roanufa^lures we export ; 
And thefe the miflioners our zeal has made s 
For, with my country's pardon be it faid. 
Religion is the leaft of all our trade. 

Yet fome improve their traffic more than we 5 
For they on gain, their only god, rely. 
And fet a public price on piety. 
Induftrious of the needle and the chart, 
They run full fail to their Japonian mart 5 
Prevention fear, and, prodigal of fame. 
Sell all of Chriftian to the very name 5 
Nor leave enough of that, to hide their naked (hame. 

Thus, of three marks, which in the creed we view. 
Not one of all can be applyM to you j 
Much lefs the fourth ; in vain, alas ! you feek 
Th' ambitious title of apoftolic : 
God-like defcent! 'tis well your blood can be 
ProvM noble in the third or fourth degree : 
For all of ancient that you had before, 
(I mean what is not borrowed from our ftore) 
Was error fulminated o'er and o'er 3 
Old hereiies condemn'd in ages paft, 
By care and time recovered from the blaft* 

'Tis f^id with eafe, but never can be prov'd. 
The church her old foundations has remov'd, 

And 
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And built new do^bioct on unftable (knds : [ftands. 
Judge that, ye winds and rains : you prov'd her, yet fte 
Thofe ancient doftrines cliargM on her for new. 
Shew, when, and how, and from what hands they giTw. 
We claim no power, when herefies grow bold. 
To coin new faith, but ftiil declare the old. 
How elfe could that ^bfeene diieafe be purg'd. 
When controverted texts are vainly nrg'd f 
To prove tradition neUr, there 's fomewhat more 
Required, than faying, 'twas not usM before. 
Thofe monumcirtai arms ire n^ver ftirr^d. 
Till fchifm or herefy call down Goliah's fword. 

Thus, what you call corruptions, are, in truths 
The firft plantations of the gbfpel's youth 5 
Old ftandard faith : but caft your eyes again, -> 

And view thofe errors which new fcfts maintain, / 
Or which of old diftHrb*4 the church's peaceful \ 
reign 5 J 

And we can point each period of the time. 
When they began, and who begot the crime 5 
Can calculate how long th' eclipfe endnr'd, 
Who interposM, what digits 'twere obftnr'd : 
Of all which are already, pafs'd away, 
We know the rife, the progrefs, and decay. 

Defpair at our foundation* then to ftrike. 
Till you can prove your fdith apoftollc 5 
A limpid ftream drawn from the native fottrcej 
Succefiion lawful in a lineal courfe. 
Profve any church, opposed to this our head. 
So one, fo pure, fo unconfin'dly fpread, 

5 Under 
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Under one chief: of the'ipithuai ftate, 
The members all combined, and all fubordinate. 
Shew fuch a feamlefs coat, from fchifm lb free. 
In no communion joinM'With herefy. 
If fuch a one you find-, let ti-uth prevail ; 
Till when your weights will in the balance fail t 
A church unprincipled kicks. up the icale. 
But if you cannot think (nor fure you can 
Suppofe in God what wereunjuft in man) 
That he, the fountain of etensal grace, ^ ' 

Should fuffer falfchood, .for fo long a fpace^ ^ 

To banifti truth, and to uftirp her place : ^ 

That feven fuccedlve ages A^ould be loft. 
And preach damnation at tlieir proper coft ; 
That all your erring ancedors (hould die, 
Drown'd in th' abyfs of deep idqlatiy t 
If piety forbid fuch thoughts to rife. 
Awake, and open your unwilling eyes s 
God hath left nothing for each age undone, 
From this to that wherein he fent his Son : 
Then think but well of him, and half your work is done. 
See how his church, adorned with every grace, 
AVith open arms, a kind forgiving face. 
Stands ready to prevent her long- loft fon's embrace. 
Not more did Jofeph o'er his brethren weep. 
Nor lefs himfelf could from difcovcry keep, 
"When in the crowd of fuppliants they were feen, 
And in their crew his beft-beloved Benjamin. 
That pious Jofeph in the church behold. 
To feed your famine, and refufe your gold ; 
The Jofeph you exiPd, the Jofeph whom you fold. 
Vol. II. E - Thus, 
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Thusy while with hetvvnlif charity ffae fpoice^ 
A ftreamtBg blsze the iUcsitihadonrs htokt | 
Shot frqm th« ikies $ a dMarfni aiure light : *% 

The birds obfcene tQ forelb wisig'd their fiightt C 

Andgapinggraves receiv'dthe ^^rsmdering guilty fpright^ j 

Such were the pleafing tl-iiin^s of tlie ikj, 
for James's late no6luna>viAoiyi 
The pledge a( hit almighty Pktroii*i love. 
The fireworks which his- angela made akove* 
I faw myfelf the lambent eoTy light 
Oild the brftWA horror, and difpel the night » 
The meflenger wilh %eed the tidings bore : ^ 

News, which thne labourtiig nations did reftore ; > 
But heaven^ own Nunitiue was aniiv*d before. ^ 

By this, t\M Hind bad peached her lonely cell. 
And vapors rofe, and dews uhwbolTome Mh 
When ihe, by frequent observation wife. 
As one who long on heaven had fixM her eyes, 
pifcern'd ai change of wearier in the flues. 
The weflern borders were with crimfon fpread. 
The moon defcending loofcM alKflaming red | 
She thought gdod-mannere bermrd her to invite 
The (Granger dame to be her gneft that night. 
*TfS trae, coarfe diet, and a fbort repaft, 
(She faid) were weak inducements to the tafte 
Of one fo nicely bred, and fb tmusM to fall: : 
But what plain fare her cottage covM afford, 
A hearty welcome at a homely board. 
Was freely heis ; and, to fupply the uef^. 
An honefl' meaning, and an open^ bteafi : 



1 



z^. 



-M '™ 

Digitized by Google 



] 



The hind AMD the PANTHER. s< 

Laft, with content of mind, fehe poor man^t wdtkb^ 

A gn^e-c^p to their c^framon pftiren's heallfh. 

This (he delk'd her to acce{>t> and iky, 

t*or fear /he might be wiider'd in her \^ay, 

Becaufe Ihe wanted an ui^erring guide. 

And then the dew-dix>p8 on herfilken hide 

Her tender conftitution did declare, 

Too lady-like a long fatigue to bear. 

And rough inclemencies of raw iio6lurnal air. 

But mod ihe fear*d that, traveling fo late, 

Some evil-minded beafts might he iti wait. 

And without witnefs wreak their hidden hate. 

The Panther, though ihe 4ent a liftenkf eaiv 
Had more of l^on in her than to f^r : 
Yet, wifely weighing, iince ihe had to deal 
With many foes, their numbers might prevail. 
Returned her all tbe thaltkj ihfc C6uW afftd-d j 
And took her friendly hoftefs at her word : 
Who enttfrittg fkk hbt to\Hy rvAif, a tkhA 
With hwiry Aoft, a*iA iJ^ifttMtig ivy ^red4, 
Honeft enough fo Mde all 4)ig<i)iib]e henfftit*^ h^ad. 
Thus gracMufly befpoke het welcome gueft : 
So might thefe Walls, with your fair ptfcftoc^ bleit, 
Become ywif d<tti!Kng-place of cveriaftivig teftj 
Not for a night, or qtrick rtrVbltih^ ycat, 
Welcdfte an owner, iwft a fojdurtr^. 
This peaceful ibat niy ^pofirtttf fecures ^ 
War feldom enters but where wealth allures x 
Nor y«t A%{fe it J fot this poor abode 
Has oft received, vM ytft i^ctAtes, a Odd j 

£ a A God 
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A God vi6(orious of a Stygian race 

Here laid his facred limbs, and ran6lifyM the place. 

This mean reti*eat did mighty Pan contain : 

Be emulous of him, and pom^ difdain. 

And dare not to debafe your foul to gain. 

The filent ftranger ftood amazM to fee 
Contempt of wealth, and wtfful poverty : 
And, though ill habits are not foon control'dy 
A while fufpended her defire of gold. 
But civilly drew in her fliarpcn'd paws, 
Not violating hofpitable laws, 
And pacify'd her tail, and lickM her frothy jaws. 

The Hind did firft her country cates provide ; 
Then couchM herfclf fecurely by her fide. 

The T H I R D P a R T. 



Ti/f U C H malice mingled with a little wit, 
■^ •■' Perhaps, may cenfure this myfterious writ : 
Becaufe the Mufe has peopled Caledon 
With Panthers, Bears, and Wolves, and beails 

unknown. 
As if we were not ftockM with monfters of our own. 
Let ^fop anfwer, who has fet to view 
Such kinds as Greece and Phrygia , never knew j 
And mother Hubbard, io her homely drcfs, 
Has (harply blam'd a Britifti Lionefs j 
That queen, whofe feaft the fa6lious rabble keep. 
Exposed obfcenely naked and aileep. 

5 Led 
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Led by thofe great examples, raay not I 
The wanted organs of their words fupply ? 
If men tranfa^ like brutes, 'tis equal then 
For brutes to claim the privilege of men. 

Others our Hind of folly will indite. 
To entertiiin a* dangerous gueft by night. 
Let thofe remember, that flie cannot die 
Till rolling time is loft in round eternity $ 
Nor need ihe fear the Panther, though untara'd, 
Becaufe the Lion's peace was now proclaimed : 
The wary favage would not give ofiTence, 
To forfeit the prote£lion of her prince ; 
But watchM the time her vengeance to complete. 
When all her furry fons in frequent fenate met. 
Mean-wkik fhe quenchM her fui-y at the flood, 
And with a lenten fallad cooIM her blood. 
Their commons, though but coarfe, were nothing fcantj 
Nor did their minds an equal banquet want. 

For now the Hind, whofe noble nature ftrove 
T' exprefs her plain iimplicity of love, 
Did all the honours of her houfe fo well. 
No iharp debates difturb'd the friendly meal. 
She tumM the talk, avoidrog that extreme. 
To common dangers paft, a fadly-plenfing theme } 
Remembering every ftorm which tofsM the ftate. 
When both were objefts of the public hate. 
And dropt a tear betwixt for her own childrens fate. 

Nor fail'd fhe then a full review to make 
Of what the Panther fufferM for her fake : 

E 3 Her 
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Her loft efteem, Iier truth, her loyal care. 
Her faith un/haken to aa exU'd beir^ 
Her ftrength t' cndvrC) bar courage !• defy ; 
Her choice of honourable infamy'.^ 
On thefe, prolixly kbaaJbfuJ, fli« ealarg'd i 
Then with acknawledgment herfclf fkt chai^'d j 
For friend/hip, of itfelf an holy tio» 
Is made more fa£r«d by advarfityu 
Now ihoiild they part, roaliptout tongues woiikl fiiy* 
They met like chance coinpa»ioii% on the way, 
Whom mutual fear of robbers bad poiTefsM $ , 
While danger lafte(|, kindnfif$ was profefs'd $ 
^ But, that once Ok*er, the Ihort-liv'd union ends : 
The road divides^ aivd thei?e divide the friends. 

The Panther sodded when her fpeech was done. 
And thank'd her coldly in a holl9w tqne : 
Bu^ iki4» b^r gratitude had gone too far 
For common oftcet of chriliiaa care. 
If to the lawful heir ihe bad boen true, 
She paid but Csfar wbat was C»far's due. 
I might, (he addqd» with Uk^ praifo doftiibe 
Your fufFering. fons, and ib veMn your bribe t 
But incenfe from my baods is poorly pm'd i 
For gifts are IcornM where givers- are defpis'd. 
I feyv'd a turoi and then was caft away ; 
You, like the gaudy fly, yoqr wings difplay. 
And Tip. the fweets, and bafit in your great paAvon^ 
day. 

This heard, the np^tron was not flow to find 
Wbat fort of malady had feiz'd her mind : 

5 * Difdain, 
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DS^tin, with giwiwing envy, fell defpight. 
And cankcrM malke, ftoord in open fight : 
Ambition, iirlerefl^^ prtde vAhotit control. 
And jealoufy, th« Jaundice of the foul ; 
Revenge, the blodiiSy miftifter of {H, 
Wtth all the lean tofrnfehtors of the wtH. 
'Twas eafy now to goeAr from whence arofe 
Her new-made union with her ancient foe3. 
Her forc*d civilities, her faint embrace, 
Af|e£led kindnefs with an altered face : 
Yet. durft fhe not too deeply probe the wound, 
As ho(^Dg ftfll the nobler parts were found : 
But ftrove wiA dn^dyne^ f affwage the fmart. 
And mildly thus her medicine did impart. 

Complaints of lovers help to eafe their pa?n $ 
It (hows a reft of kindnefs to complain ; 
A fliendlhip loth to quit its former hold ; 
Andt coaftkws merit sny he juftfy bold. 
But much more juftyowr jealoufy would fliew. 
If others' good were infory to you : 
Witncfs, ye heavens, hcwv I rejoice to fee 
Rewarded worth snd riftng loyalty. 
Your wanior offspring that upheld tihe crown. 
The fcarlet honour of your peaceful gown. 
Arc the moft pfeailing 6bje&s 1 can find. 
Charms to my fight> and cordiaFs to my mind : 
When virtue fjpooms before a profperous gale. 
My heaving wiflies help to fill the fail; 
And if my prayers for all the brave were heard, 
Casftur ihould Hill have fuch, and fuch fhould ftill reward. 
E 4 The 
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The labourM earth yotir pains ha^ve ibwM aod.tlliM ^ 
'Tis juft you reap the produft of the field : • . 

Your''s be the harvefty *tU the beggar* s gaia , ', 
To glean the fallings of the loaded wain. . < ^ 
Such fcatterM ears as are not worth your care. 
Your charity for alms may fafely fys^re. 
For alms are but the vehicles of pray«r•^ < 

My daily bread is literally, impbr'4 i 
I have no barns nor granaries tq hoard. 
If Csefar to his own his band extends. 
Say which of yours his charity offe^f^ds j 
You know he largely gives to more than are his friends. 
Are you defrauded when he feed^ t;he poor ? 
Our mite decreafes nothing of your ftore. 
I am but few^ and by your fare you fee 
My crying fins are not of luxury. 
Some jufter motive fure your mind withdrawsi. 
And makes you break our friendihip^s holy laws 
For barefacM envy is too bafe a caufe. • 

Shew more occafion for your difcontent i 
Your love, the Wolf, would help you to invent: 
Some German quarrel, or, as times go now, 
Some French, where force is uppermoft, will do. 
When at the fountain's head, as merit ought 
To claim the place, you take a fwilling draughty 
flow eafy 'tis an envious eye to throw. 
And tax the fhcep for troubling flreams below i 
Or call her (when no farther caufe you find) 
An enemy profefs'd of al] your kind. 

But 
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But then, perhaps, die wicked vforld wouki think. 
The Wolf defig&M to eat as well as drink. 

This laft alluftan g^lM the Panther more, 
Becaufe indeed it nibb'd upon the fore. 
Yet feem'd fhe not to winch, though ihrcwdly pain*d : 
But thus her paffive charaftcr maintained. , 

I never grudg'd, whatever my foes report. 
Your flaunting fortune in the Lion's court. 
You have your day, or. you are much bejy'd> 
But I am always on the fuifering fide : 
You know my do6lrine, and I need not fay . 
I will not, but 1 cannot difobey. 
On this firm principle I ever ftood j ' , ^ 

He of my fons who fails to make it good, > 

By one rebellious aft renounces to my blood. -^ 

. Ah, faid the Hind, how many fons have you. 
Who call you n^other, whom you never knew I 
But moft of them wbp that relation pjead, 
Are fuch ungracious youths as wifh you dead. 
They gap^ at. rich revenues which you hold. 
And fain would nibble at your grandamc Gold j 
£n<]uire into yoxw: years, and laugh to find 
Your crazy temper fhews you much dcclinM. 
Were you not dim, and doted, you might fee ^ 

A pack of cheats that claim a pedigree, V 

No more of kin to you than you to me. 3 

Do you not know, that for a little coin, 
Heralds can foift a name into the line ? 
They alk you blefllng but for what you have, ^ 

But once poffefs'd of what with care you fave, > 

The wanton boys would pifs upon your grave. ^ 

Youf 



Digitized by Google 



5« DRYDEN'S POEMS. 

Your Tone of latittKle that court fiAir gnce. 
Though moft refcmbliBg you in ferm md face. 
Arc far the werft of yoor pretenidtd ra^# 
And, but I blufli your honeHyto blot, 
Pray 6o<l you prove thetn lawfulfy begot : 
For in feme poprfh' Itbels I liarc reati, 
The Wolf has been too bufy m your bed ; 
At leaft her hinder parts, the belly-piece, 
The paunchy and ail! thfat Seoi^ dhims, are hlf. 
Their malice too a fore fuTpicion brings 5 
For though they dirt not bark, they fnarl at kings s 
Nor blame them for intruding fn yourHnej 
Fat bifhoprics are ftill of right divme. 

Think you yoiir new French profclytcs arc come 
To ftarve abroad, betaufe they ftanrM at home ? 
Your benefices twinkled from afar j 
They found the new Mdfiah by the fbr : 
Thofe Swiffe* fight on any fide for pay, 
And 'tis the living that conforms, not they. 
Mark with what fttanagemcnt their tribes divide. 
Some ftick to you^ and fome to t'^other fide. 
That many churches may for many mouths provide. 
More vacant pulpits would more converts make j 
All' would have lamude enough to take : 
The reft unbencficM your fefts maintain 5 
For ordinations without cures are vain, 
And chamber praSice is a filent gain. 
Your fons of breadth at home are much like thefe } 
Th<ir foft and yielding metals run with eafe s 
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They melt, and take the figure of the movld i 
But harden and pfeferve it heft in gqld. 

Your Delphic fword* the Pant^r th«n reply'dt 
Is double-ed^d> and cvt9 on either fidf . 
Some Ions of mi^e, iwho h^m upon their Shield 
Three ftceples argent in a fyhh field. 
Have ih^rply tax.'d your converts, who mifed 
Have followed yoq far miracle* «f hrcfid } 
Such who themUclves of no religion are» 
AllurM with gain» £qp any will declaie. 
Bare lies with bold aiTertions they caA face s 
But dint of argument is out of place. 
The grim logician puts them in a fright; 
*Tis eaficr far to iouriih than to %ht. 
Thus our eighth Henry's mamagn they defame ; 
They fay the Ichifm of beds began the game, 
Divorcing fh>m the chur^ to wed Ishe dame : 
Though brgcly prov'd, and by himfelf profefs'd. 
That confcience,.caAfoi«ace would not kt him reil i 
I mean, not ti^ pg^e&'d of her he lov'd, 
And old, uncharming Catharine was rempv^d* 
For fundry years hefdre he did complain. 
And told his gheAly confoffor his paift. 
With thci ihme iapudence, without a gioundy 
They fay that, look the reformation round. 
No treatife of hisnility is found. 
But if none were» the gofpel does not want ; 
Our Saviour preachM it, and I hope you grants 
The fermon on the mount was proteftant, 

Na 
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No doubt, i^ply'd the Hind, as Aire as all 
The writings of Saint Peter and Saint Paul : 
On that decifion let it ftand or fall. 
Now for my converts, who, you fay, unfed 
Have followed me for miracles of bread $ 
Judge not by hearfay, but obferve at leaft, 
If iince their change their loaves have been increasM. 
The Lion buys no converts $ if he did. 
Beads would be foLl as faft as he could bid. 
Tax thofe of intereft who conform for gain» 
Or ftay the market of another reign : 
Your broad -way Tons would never be too nice 
To clofe with Calvin, if he paid their price;. 
But raisM three fteeples higher would change their note. 
And quit the caflfoclc for the canting-coat. 
Now, if you damn this cenfure, as too bold. 
Judge by yourfelves, and think not others fold. 

Mean-time my fons accused, by fame's report. 
Pay fmall attendance at the Lion*s court, 
Nor rife with early crowds, nor flatter late ; 
For filently they beg, who daily wait. 
Preferment is beftow'd, that comes unfbught ; 
Attendance is a bribe, and then ^tis bought. 
How they fhould fpeed, their fortune is untry'd 5 
For not to alk, is not to be deny'd. 
For what they have, tlieir God and king they blefs. 
And hope they flipuld not murmur, had they lefs. 
But if reduc'd fubfiftence to implore. 
In common prudence they would pafs your door. 

Unpity'd 
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UnpityM Hudibras, your champion friend. 
Has ihewn how far your charities extend. 
This lafting verfe (hall on his tomb be read, 
«« He fiiaraM you living, and upbraids you dead.'* 
With odious atheift names you load your foes j 
Your liberal clergy why did I expofe ? 
It never fails in charities like thofe. 
In climes where true religion is profefsM, 
That imputation were no laughing jeft. 

But Imprimatur, with a chaplain^s name. 

Is here fufficient licence to defame. 

What wonder is *t that black detra£lion thrives j 

The homicide of names is lefs than lives ; 

And yet the perjur'd murderer furvives. 

This faid, (he pausM a little, and fupprefsM 

The boiling indignation of her breaft. 

She knew the virtue of her blade, nor would 

Pollute her fatire with ignoble blood : 

Her panting foe (he faw before her eye. 

And back (he drew the (htning weapon dry* 

So when the generous Lion has in fight 

His equal match, he rouzes for the fight | 

But when his foe lies proftrate on the plain. 

He /heaths his pawe, uncurls his angry mane. 

And, p]eas''d.with bloodlefs honours of the day. 

Walks over and difdsuns th' inglorious prey. 

So James, if great with lefs we may compare, 

Arrefls his rpUing thunder-bolts in air ; 

A^d grants ungrateful friends a lengthened fpace, 
T* implore the remnants of long-fuffering grace. 

Thif 
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This breathifig^-tinie th^ mfttron took ; ahd dieU 
RefumM the thread of htr ciifcourfe again. . 
Be vengeance wholly left td powers divine> 
And \bt htavcfi jlidge bctwixt yovr font sidd mine t 
If joys htreafter muft be purchased here 
With lofs of all thftt moftale held fo deir. 
Then welcome infaiAf Imd public ih&me, 
And, laft, a Ibng favewtfl to worldly fame. 
^Tis faid with elfei but» ohf how haidly try*d 
By haughty ibuls to human honour tyM ! 
O iharp convulfive paag) df agonisifig pride ! 
Down theriy thou ftbel> never mofe to tif^t 
And what thou didft And doft fo dearly pfieej 
That fame, that darling femei maketkAt thy facrifite. 
^Tis nothing thou haft givefi^ then add thy tears 
For a long race of unfepebting years ; 
*Ti8 nothing yet^ yet all theu haft to give t 
Then add thofe mny-be years thou haft to live t 
Yet nothing ftill j then poor, aod naked come 
Thy father will receive his uirthrift home^ 
And thy bleft Saviour* s blood diicharge the mij 
fum. 
Thus (ihe (mrfoed) I diftipline a Hon, , 
Whofe unchecked fta-y lo ttivenge would run t 
He champs the bit^ impatfent of his \ekf 
And ftarts aiide) and flounders at the erafs. 
Inftnift him better, graeiotit God \ to know. 
As thine is vengeancei fo forgiveneft too s 
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Triiat, Aiflfering from ill tongues, he bears no more 
OThan what his fOvereign bears^ and what his Saviour 
borc» 

It now rtmaJns for you to fchool your child. 
And aik why God^s anointed he revilM ; 
A king and pfincefs dead ! did Shimei worfe ? 
The curfer*s punilhment fhould fright the curfe : 
Your fon was wam*d, and wifely gave it o'er. 
But he who counfePd him has paid the fcore : 
The heavy malice could no higher tend, 
But woe to him on whom the weights defcend ! 
So to permitted ills the daemon flies ; 
His rage is aim*d at him who rules the (kies t 
Conftrain^d to quit his caufe, no fuccour foundj 
The foe difcharges every tire around. 
In clouds of fntoke abandoning the fight $ 
But his own thundering peals proclaim his flight. 

In Henry^s change his charge as ill fucceeds -, ^ 
To that long ftoty littte anfwer needs : > 

Confront but Henry's words with Henry's deeds. 3 
Were fpace allow'd, with eafe it might be provM, 
WTiat fprings hfs bleffed reformation movM. 
The dire effe6h appealed in open fight, , ^ 

Vrhich from the caafb he calls a diltant flight, > 

And yet no larger feap than from the fun to light, i 

Now let yoor Catti a» double paean found, 
A tieatife of btzmiirty is found. 
*Ti« fountf, but better it hald ne'er been fought. 
Than thus in proteftant procefTion brought. 

The 
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The famM original through Spain is Hnowiiy 
Rodriguez' work, my celebrated fon. 
Which yours, by ill -ti-an dating, made his own 
Conceard its author, and ufurpM the name. 
The bafeft and ignobleft theft of fame. 
My altars kindled firft that living coal ; 
Reftore or praftife better what you ftole : 
That virtue could this humble verfe infpire^ 
•Tis all the reftitution I require. 

Glad was the Panther that the charge vras clos'd 
And none of all her favourite fons expos'd. 
For laws of arras permit each injured man. 
To make himfelf a faver where he can. 
Perhaps the plundered merchant cannot tell 
The names of pirates in whofe hands he fell j 
But at the den of thieves he juftly flies. 
And every Algerlne is lawful prize. 
No private perlbn in the foe's eftate 
Can plead exemption from the public fate. 
Yet chriftian laws allow not fuch redrefs j 
Then let the greater fuperfede the lefs. 
But let th' abetters of the Panther's crime 
Learn to make fairer wars another, time. 
Soifie characters may fure be found to write 
Among her fons ; for 'tis no common fight, 
A fpotted dam^ and all her offspring white. 

The Savage, though fhe faw her plea control'd, 
Yet would not wholly feem to quit her hold. 
But offer'd fairly to compound the ftrife. 
And judge" con verfion by the convert's life. 
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*Tis true, (he faid, I think it fomewhat ftrangc. 

So few ftiould follow profitable change : 
F^r prefent joys are more to fiefli and bloody 
Than a dull profpe^l of a diftant good. 
'Twas well alluded by a fon of mine, 
(I hope to quote him is not to purloin) 
Two magnets, heaven and earth, allure to blifs | 
The larger loadftone that, the nearer this : 
The weak attra£lion of the gi-eater fails j 
We nod a while, but neighbourhood prevails : 
But when the greater proves the nearer too, 
I wonder more your converts come fo flow. 
Methinks in thofe who firm with me remain. 
It fhows a nobler principle than gain. 

Your inference would be ftrong (the Hind I'cply'd) 
If yours were in efl;e6l the fufFering fide : 
Your clergy's fons their own in peace poflefs. 
Nor are their profpe£ls in reverfion lefs. 
My profelytes are ftruck with awful dread ; 
Your bloody comet-laws hang blazing o'er their head j 
The rcfpite they enjoy but only lent. 
The beft they have to hope, protrafled punifliment. 
Be judge yourfelf if intereft may prevail, 
Which motives, yours or mine, will turn the fcale. 
While pride and pomp allure, and plenteous eafe. 
That is, till man's predominant paflions ceafe, 
Admire no longer at my flow increafe. 

By education moft have been mifled ; 
So they believe, becaufc they fo were bred. 

Vol. II. F The 



} 



Digitized by Google 



£6 DRVBEN'S poems. 

The prieft continues what the nurfe began. 
And thus the child impofes on the man. 
The reft I tiam'd before, nor need repeat s 
But intereft is the moft prevailing cheat. 
The fly feducer both of age and youth 5 
They ftudy that, and think they ftudy truth. 
When intereft fortifies an argument, 
Weak reafon ferves to gain the will's alTent ; 
For fouls, already warp'd, receive an cafy bent. 
Add long prefcription of eftablifliM laws. 
And pique of honour to maintain a caufe. 
And Ihame of change, and fear of future ill. 
And wal, the blind condudor of the will ; 
And chief among the ftill-miftaking crowd, 
The fame of teachers obftinate and proud. 
And more than all the private Judge aliow*d j 
Difdain of fathers which the dance began. 
And lafl:, uncertain whofe the narrower fpan. 
The clown unread, and half-read gentleman. 
To this the Panther, with a fcornful fmile : 
Yet ftill you travel with unwearied toil, 
And range around the realm without control. 
Among my fons for profelytes to prow], 
And hi^re and there you fnap fome fiUy foul. 
You hinted fears of futurfc change in ftatc 5 
Tt^y heavtn you did not prophefy your fate ! 
Perhaps, you think your time of triumph near, 
But may miftake the feafon of the year ; 
The Swallow*s fortune gives you caufe to fear. 
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For charity, reply'd the Matron, tell 
What fad mifchaijce thofe pretty birds befel. 

Nay, no mifchance, the Savage Dame reply'd, "y 
But want of wit in their unening guide, V 

And eager hade, and gaudy hopes, and giddy prid?. !j 
Vet wiihing tjipely warning niay prevail. 
Make you the moral, and I Mi tell the tale. 

The Swallow^ privileged above the reft 
Of all the birds, as man's familiar gueft, 
Purfues the fun in fummer briflc and bold. 
But wifely (huns the perfecuting cold : 
Is well to chancels and to chimnies known. 
Though 'tis not thoughx flie feeds on fmoke alone. 
From hence (h? has been held of heavenly line. 
Endued with particles of foul divine. 
This merry choriHer had long pqlTefsM 
Her fummer feat, apd featherM well her neft : 
Till frowning ikies bcgp,n to change tlieir chear. 
And time turn'd up the wrong fi<le of the year j 
The (bedding trees began the ground to ftrow 
With yellow leaves, and bit^ter blafts to blow. 
Sad auguries of winter theni^e ihe dreyv, ■ 
Which by inftinSt, or prophecy, flie kjiew : 
When prudence warn'd ber to remove betimes, 
And feck a better heaven, aod warmer climes. 

Her fons were fummoa'd on ^ deijeple's height. 
And, cairj ij^ com^oi^ council^ vote a flight; 
The day was naiii'd, the next th^t ftipuld be f^ix i 
All to the geneial rendezvous repair. 
They try jbeir fluttering wings, au4 truft themfelve§ j 
in air, ■"* 

F % But 
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But ^ihether upward to the moon they go, 

Or dream the winter out in caves below, 

Or hawk at flies elfewhere, concerns us not to know. 

Southwards, you may be fure, they bent their flight, 
And.harbourM in a hollow rock at night : 
Next morn they rofe, and let up every fail ; 
The wind was fair, but blew a Mackrcl gale ; 
The fickly young fat fhivering on the (hore, 
AbhorrM falt-water never feen before, 
And prayM their tender mothers to delay 
The palfage, and expe£l a fairer day. 
With thefe the Martin readily concurrM, 

A church-begot and church-believing bird ; 

Of little body, but of lofty mind, ^ 

Round-bellyM, for a dignity defign'd, J 

And much a dunce, as Martins are by kind. 

Yet often quoted Canon -laws, and Code, 

And fathci-s which he never underftood : 

But little learning needs in noble blood. 

For, footh to fay, the Swallow brought hira in. 

Her houfliold chaplain, and her next of kin : 

In fuperftition filly to excefs. 

And cafting fchemes by planetary guefs i 

In fine, fliort-wine''d, unfit himfclf to fly-, 

His fear foretold foul weather in the (ky, 
Befides, a Raven from a wItherM oak. 

Left of their lodging, was obfcrv'd to croak. 

That omen likM him not : fo his advice 

Was prefent fafety, bought at any price ; 

A Teeming pious care, that covered cowaidice* 

To 
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To ftrengthen this, he told a boding dream. 

Of rifing waters, and a troubled ftream. 

Sure iigns of anguifh, dangers, and dlArefs, 

With fomething more, not lawful to exprefs : 

By which he flily feem'd to intimate 

Some fecret revelation of their fate. 

For he concluded, once upon a time. 

He found a leaf infcrib'd with facred rhym^, 

Whofe antique characters did well denote 

The Sibyl's hand of the Cumaean grot t 

The mad divinerefs had plainly writ, 

A time (hould come, but many ages yet. 

In which, fmiiler deilinies ordain, 

A dame (hould drown with all her feather'd train. 

And feas from thence be call'd the Chelidonianmain. 

At this, fome Hiook for fear, the more devout 

Arofe, and blefs'd themfelves from head to. foot. 

'Tis true, fome ftagers of thc^wifer fort 
Made all thefe idle wonderments their fport ; 
They faid, their only danger was delay. 
And he, who hcanl what every fool could fay. 
Would never fix his thought, but trim his time away. 
The paflage yet was good j the wind, 'tis true. 
Was fomewhat high, but that was nothing new. 
No more than ufual equinoxes blew. 
The fun, already from the fcales declined. 
Gave little hopes of better days behind. 
But change from bad to worfe of weather and of wind. 
Nor need they fear the dampnefs of the Iky 
Should flag their wings, and hinder them to fly, 
Twas only water thrown on fails to dry. 

F 3 But, 
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But, lead ef all, phltofophy prefomes 

Of tmth in drelms, from melancholy fumeg: 

Perhaps the Martin, housM in holy groun<l, 

Might think of ghofts that walk their midnight nm^d. 

Till groficr atoms tumbling in the ftream 

Of fancy, madly met, and cluhbM into a dream t 

As little weight his vain prefages bear, 

Of ill effeft to Aich alone who fear : 

Moft prophecies are of a piece with thcfe, 

Each Nodradamus can foretel with eafe : 

Not naming perfons and confoimding times, 

One cafual truth fupports a thoufand lying rhymes. 

Th' advice was tnie ; but fear had feiz'd the moft. 
And all good counfel is on cowards loft. 
The queftion crudely put to ftiun delay, 
'Twas carryM by the major part to ftay. 

His point thus gain'd. Sir Martin dated thence 
His power, and from a prieft became a prince. 
He order'd all things with a bufy care, ^ 

And cells and refeftories did prepare, C 

And large provifions laid of winter fare s J 

But now and then let fall a word or two 
Of hope, that heaven fome miracle might fliow. 
And for their fakes the fun ihould backward go ; 
Againft the laws of- nature inward climb. 
And, mounted on the Ram, renew the prime ; 
For which two proofs ih facred ftory layj 
Of Ahaz' dial, and of Jolhua's day. 
In expe£lation of fuch times as thefe, 
A chapel housM them, truly call'd of eafe : 

F*r 
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For Martin much devotion did not a(k ; 

They pray'd fometimes, and that was all their taflc. 

It happened, as beyond the reach of wit 
Blind prophecies may have a lucky hit, 
That this accompliihMy or at leaft in part. 
Gave great repute to their new Merlin's art. 
Some Swifts, the giants of the Swallow kind, 
I^rge-limbM, ftout-hearted, but of flupid mind, 
(For SwiiTes or for Gibeonites defign'd,) 
Thefe lubbers, peeping through a broken pane, 
To fuck frefli air, furvey'd the neighbouring plain | 
A.nd faw (but fcarcely could believe their eyes) 
New bloflbms flouri/h, and new flowers arife j 
As God had been abroad, and, walking there. 
Had left his foot(teps, and reforniM the year s 
The funny hills from far were feen to glow 
With glittering beams, and in the meads below 
The burnifli'd brooks appeared with liquid gold 1 

flow. 
At laft they heard the foolilh Cuckow iing, 
Whofe note proclaim^ the holy-day of fpring. 

No longer doubting, all pi'epare Co fly. 
And repoflfefs their patrimonial iky. 
The prieft before. them did his wings difplay ; 
And, that good omens might attend their way. 
As luck would have it, 'twas St. Martin's day. 
Who but the Swallow triumphs now alone ? 
The canopy of heaven is all hex own : 
Her youthful offspring to their haunts repair. 
And giide along in glades, and ikim in air, 

F 4. And 
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And dip for infefts in the purling fprings, 
And (loop on rivers to refreih their wings. 
Their mothers think a fair provifion made. 
That every fon can live upon his trade : 
And, now the careful charge is off their hands, 
Look out for hufbands, and new nuptial bands s 
The youthful widow longs to be fupply'd j 
But firft the lover is by lawyers ty'd 
To fettle jointure-chimnies on the bride. 
So thick they couple in fo fhort a fpace, 
That Martin's marriage-offerings rife apace. 
Their ancient houfes, running to decay, 
Are furbifh'd up and cemented with clay j 
They teem already ; (lore of eggs are laid. 
And brooding mothers call Lucina''s aid. 
Fame fpreads the news, and foreign fowls appear 
In flocks to greet the new returning year. 
To blefs the founder, and partake the cheer. 

And now 'twas time (fo faft their numbers rife) 
To plant abroad and people colonies. 
The youth drawn forth, as Martin had defir'd, 
(For fo their cniel deftiny requir'd) 
Were fent far off on an ill-fated day ; ^ 

The reft would needs condu6l them on their way, V 
And Martin went, bccaufe he fear'd alone to ftay. ^ 

So long they flew with incon(iderate hafte, 
That now their afternoon began to wafte j 
And, what was ominous, that very morn 
The Sun was enter'd into Capricorn j 

Whichi 
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"Which, by their bad aftronomer's account, 

That week the Virgin Balance fhould remount. 

An infant moon eclips'd him in his way. 

And hid the fmall remainders of his day. 

The crowd, amaz'd, purfued no certain mark 5 

But birds met birds, and juftled in the dark : 

Few mind the publick in a panic fright 5 

And fear increa^M the horror of the night. 

Night came, but unattended with repofe ; "j 

Alone ftie came, no fleep their eyes to clofe : J. 

Alone, and black ihe camej no friendly ftars arofe- 

What fliould they do, befet with dangers round 
No neighbouring dorp, no lodging to be found, 
But bleaky plains, and bare unhofpi table ground. 
The latter brood, who juft began to fly, 
Sick-feathefd, and unpraftisM in the Iky, 
For fuccour to their helplefs mother call ; 
She fpread her wings j fome few beneath them crawl 
She ipread them wider yet, but could not cover all. 
T' augment their woes, the winds began to move 
Debate in air for empty fields above, 
Till Boreas got the fkies, and pour'd amain 
His rattling hailflones mixM with fnow and rain. 

The Joylefs morning late arofe, and found 
A dreadful defolation reign around. 
Some bury'd in the fnow, fome frozen to the ground, 
The reft were ftruggling ftill with death, and lay 
The Crows and Ravens rights, an undefended pfey : 
Excepting Martin's race ; for they and he 
Had gaioM the flielter of a hollow tree : 

But, 
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But, Toon difcoverM by a (luFdy clown. 

He headed all the rabble of a town. 

And finifti'd tliem with bats, or poU'd them down. 

Martin himfelf was caught alive, and try'd 

For treafoooiM cnmes, becaufe the laws provide 

No Martin there in winter fiiall abide. 

High on an oak, which never leaf fhall bear. 

He breathed his lad, exposM to open air j 

And there his corpfe unblefs'd is hanging ftill. 

To fliow the change of winds with his prophetic bill. 

The patience of the Hind did alnaoH fail ; 
For well (he niark'd the malice of the tale : 
Which ribbald art their church to Luther owes $ ' 
In malice it began, by ni^iice grows $ | 

He fow'd the Serpent's teeth, an iron-lwrveft rofc. 
But moft in Martin's chaia^er and fate, ' 

She faw her (Ir.nder'd fons, the Panther's hate. 
The people's rage, the perfecuting ftate : 
Then faid, I take th' advice in friendly part : 
You clear your confcience, or at leaft your heart : 
Perhaps you fail'd in your forefeeing ikiU, 
For Swallows are unlucky birds to kill : 
As for my fons, the family is blef^s'd, 
Whofe every child is equal to the reft : 
>}o church reform'd can boaft a blamelefs line ; 
Stich Martins build in yours, and more than m'ne t 
Or elfe an old fanatic author lic^s^ 
Who fumme*.! their fcandals up by centuries. 
But through your parable I plainly fee 
The bloody laws, the crowd's barbaiity j 
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The fun-ihine that oflfends the purblind fight : 
llad fome their wilkes, it would foon be night. 
Miftake me not| the charge concerns not you : 
Your fons are raalecontents, but yet are true. 
As far as pon'refiftance makes them fo; 
But that 's a word of neutral fenfe, you know, 
A pafTive term, which no relief will bring, 
But trims betwixt a rebel and a king. 

Reft well afliirM, the Pardelis replyM, 
My fons would all fupport the regal fule, 
Though heaven forbid the caufe by battle fliould be 
tryM. 

The Matron anfwer'd with a loud Amen, 
And thus pi:rfued her argument again. 
If) as you fay, and as I hope no kfs, 
Your fons will praftife what yourfeives profefs, 
What angry power prevents our prefent peace ? 
The Lion, ftudious of our common good, 
Defires (and kings' defires are ill withftood) 
To join our nations in a lafting love ; 
The bars betwixt are eafy to remove ; 
For fanguinary laws were never made above. 
If you condemn that prince of tyranny, 
Whofe manuate forcM your Gallic friends to fly. 
Make not a worfe example of your own 5 
Or ceafe to rail at caufelei's rigour fliown. 
And let the guiltlefs pcrfon throw the ftonc. 
His blunted fword your fuffcring brotherhood 
Have feldoni felt j he ftops it fhort of blood : 
But you have ground the perfecuting knife, 
And fet it to a razor edge on life. 

Cursjd 
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CursM be the wit, which cruelty refines, 
Or to his father's rod the fcorpion's joins 5 
Your finger is more grofs than the great monarch' 

loins. 
But you, perhaps, remove that bloody note. 
And ftick it on the firft reformers' coat. 
Oh let their crime in long oblivion deep : 
'Twas theirs indeed to make, 'tis yours to keep. 
TTnjuft, or juft, is all the quedioh now ; 
'Tis plain, that not repealing you allow. 

To name the Teft, would put you in a rage $ 
You charge not that on any former age. 
But fmile to think how innocent you ftand, 
Arm'd by a weapon put into your hand. 
Yet ftill remember, that yon weild a fword 
Forg'd by your foes againft your fovereign lord ; 
DefignM to hew th' imperial cedar down. 
Defraud fucceflion, and dif-heir the crown. 
T' abhor the makers, and their laws approve, 
is to hate traitors, and the treafon love. 
What means it elfe, which now your children fay, 
We made it not, nor will we take away ? 

Suppofe fome great oppreflbr had, by flight 
Of law, difleis'd your brother of his right. 
Your common fire furrcndering a fright ; 
Would you to that unrighteous title ftand. 
Left by the villain's will to heir the land ? 
More juft was Judas, who bis Saviour fold ; 
The facrilegious bribe he could not hold. 
Nor hang in peace, before he rendered back the gold 

What 
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"What more could you have done, than now you do. 
Had Oates and Bedloe, and their plot, been true ? 
Some ipecious reafAs for thofe wrongs were found j 
Xhcir dire magicians thi*ew their mifts around, 
And wife men walked as on inchanted ground. 
But now, when time has made th' impofture plain, 
{Late though he foUowM truth, and limping held her j 

train) 
WTiat new delufion charms your cheated eyes again ? 
The painted harlot might a while bewitch. 
But why the hag uncasM, and all obfcene with itch ? 

The firft reformers were a raodcft race j 
Our peers polTefsM in peace their native place 5 
And when rebellious arms o'erturn'd the ftate, 
They fuffer'd only in the common fate : 
But now the fovcreign mounts the regal chair. 
And mitred feats are full, yet David's bench is bare. 
Your anfwer is, they were not difpofTeft : 
They need but rub their metal on the tell 
To prove their ore : 'twere well if gold alone 
Wefc touched and tryM on your difcerning ftone | 
But that unfaithful teft unfound will pafs. 
The drofs of athcifts, and feftarian brafs j 
As if th^ experiment were made to hold 
For bafe produ^lion, and reje£l the gold. 
Thus men ungodded may to places rife, 
And fefts may be preferred without difguifc : 
No danger to tlie church or (hite from tbefc ; 
The papift onl^ haA his writ of eafe. 

No 
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' No gainful oflice gives him the pretence 
To grind the fubje^ly or defraud the prince., 
\yrong ccHifcience, or no confcienc^ may deferve 
To thrive ; but ours alone is privileged to ftarve. 

'Still thank yourfelves, you cry ; your noble race 
We banilh not, but they forfake the place ; 
Our doors are open : true» but ere they come, 
You tofs your 'cenfing teft, and fume the room ^ 
As if *twere Toby's rival to expel, 
And fright the fiend who could not bear the fmell. 

To this the Panther (harply had reply 'd j 
But, having gain'd a verdii£l on her fide. 
She wifely gave the lofer leave to chide; 
Well fatisfy'd to have the But and Peace, 
And for the plaintiff's caufe fhe car'd the Icfsj 
Becaufe ihe fued in forma pauperis ; 
Yet thought it decent fomcthing fhouid be faid 5 
For fecret guilt by (ilence is betray'd. 
So neither granted all, -nor much denyM, 
But anfwer'd with a yawning kind of pride, 

Methinks fuch terms of profer'd peace yx>u briogy 
As once ^neas to th' Italian king : 
By long poifelfion all the land is mine ; 
You Grangers come with your intruding line^ 
To fliare my fceptre, which y<Ju call to join. 
You plead like him an ancient pedigree, 
And claim a peaceful feat by fate's decree. 
In ready pomp your facrificer ftands, 
T' unite the Trojan atid the Latia bands. 
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And, that the league more firmly may be ty'd. 

Demand the fair Lavinia for your bride. 

Thus plaufibly you veil th* intended wrong. 

But ftill you bring your exil'd gods along 5 

And will endeavour, in fucceeding fpace, 

Thoie houfiiold puppets on our hearths to place. 

Perhaps fome baibarous laws have been preferred ; 

I fpake againft the teft, but was not heard ; 

Thefe to refcind, and peerage to reftore, ^ 

My gracious fovereign would my vote implore t L 

I owe htm much; but owe my confcience more. 3 

Confcience is then your plea, reply'd the dame. 
Which well infonnM will ever be the fame. 
But yours is much of the camelion hue. 
To change the die with every di^ant view. 
When firft the Lion fat with awful fway. 
Your confcience taught your duty to obey t 
He might have had your (latutes and your teft ; 
No confcience but of fubjefls was profefs*d. 
He found your temper, and no farther try'd. 
But on that broken reed your church rely'd. 
In vain the fefts effay'd their utmoft art. 
With oifcr'd treafure to efpoufe their part 5 
Their treafures were a biibe too mean to move his { 

heart. 

But when by long experience you had prov'*d, 
How far he could forgive, how well he lov*d 5 
A goodnefs that excellM his godlike race. 
And only ftiort of heaven's unbounded grace ; 
A flood of mercy that o'erflowM our ifle, 
Calm in the rife, and fruitful as the Nile; 

5 Forgetting 

Digitized by Google 



■} 



I 



«o DRYDEN'S POEMS. 

Forgetting whence your Egypt was rupply\i9 

You thought your foveretgn bound to fend the tide 

Nor upward lookM on that immortal fpring^ 

But vainly deem'd* he durft not be a king : 

Then Confcience, unreftrain'd by fear, began 

To ftretch her limits, and extend the fpan i 

Did his indulgence as her gift difpofe, 

And make a wife alliance with her foes. 

Can Confcience own th' aflbciating name. 

And raife no blu flies to conceal her fliame ? 

For fure (he has been thought a baihful dame. 

But if the caufe by battle fliould be tryM, n 

You grant (he muft efpoufe the regal fide : > 

O Proteus confcience, never to be ty'd ! J 

What Phoebus from the Tripod fliall difclofe. 

Which are, in laft refort, your friends or foes ? 

Homer, who learnM the language of the (ky. 

The feeming Gordian knot would foon unty ; 

Immortal powers the teim of Confcience know. 

But Intereft is her name with men below. 

Confcience or Intereft be't, or both in one, 
(The Panther anfwcr'd in a furly tone) 
The firft commands me to maintain the crown. 
The laft forbids to throw my barriers down. 

Our penal laws no fons of yours admit. 

Our teft excludes your tribe from benefit. 

Thefe are my banks your ocean to withftand. 

Which proudly rifmg overlooks the land j 

And once let in, with unrefifted fway, 

Would fweep the paftors and their flocks nway. 

5 Think 
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Think not my judgment leads me to comply 
With laws unjuft, but hard neceffity : 
Imperious need, which cannot be withftoody 
Makes ill authentic, for a greater good. 
Poflfefs your foul with patience, and attend : 
A more aufpicious planet may afcend ; 
Good fortune may prefent fome happier time, 
"With means to cancel my unwilling crime i 
{Unwilling, witnefs all ye powers above) 
To mend my errors, and redeem your love : 
That little (pace you fafely may allow ; 
Your all-difpenfing power protef^s you now. 

Hold, faid the Hind, *tis needlefs to explain ; 
You would poftpone me to another reign ; 
Till when youj^-e content to be unjuft ; 
Your part is to pofTefs, and mine to truft. 
A fair exchange proposed of future chance. 
For prefent profit and inheritance. 
Few wordp will ferve to finifh our difpute ; 
Who will not now repeal, would perfecute. 
To ripen green revenge, your hopes attend, 
WiOiing that happier planet would afcend. 
For ihame, let Gonfcience be your plea no more 
To will hereafter, proves fhe might before : 
But (he *s a bawd to gain, and holds the door. 

Your care about your banks infers a fear 
Of threatening floods and inundations near 3 
If fo, a juft reprife would only be 
Of what the land ufurp'd upon the fea ; 

Vot. n. G And 
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And all your Jealoufies but ferve to fhow, 

Your ground is, like your neighbour-nation, low. 

T' intrench in what you grant unrighteous laws. 

Is 10 diftruft the Juftice of your caufej 

And argues that the true religion lies 

In thofe weak adverfaries you defpife. 

Tyrannic force is that which leaft you fear j 
The found is frightful in a chriftian's ear : 
Avert it, heaven ! nor let that plague be fent 
To us from the difpeopled continent. 

But piety commands me to refrain ; 
Thofe prayers are ncedlefs in this monarch's reign, 
Behold ! how he prote6ls your friends opprefs'd, 
Rqceives the banifh'd, fuccours the diftrefs'd : 
Behold, for you may read an honeft open breaft. 
He ftands in day-light, and difdains to hide 
An a£t, to which by honour he is ty'd, 
A generous, laudable, and kingly pride. 
Your Teft he would repeal, his peers reftore ; 
TKis vvhen he fays he means, he means no more. 

Well, faid the Panther, I believe him juft. 
And yet— 

And yet, 'tis but becaufe you muft ; 
You would be trufted, but you would not truft. 
The Hind thus briefly j and difdain'd t' inlarge 
On power of kings, and their fuperior charge. 
As heaven's truftees before the people's choice : 
Though fure the Panther did not much rejoice 
To hear thofe cchos given of her once-loyal vcice. 

5 The 
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The Matron wooM her kindnefs to the Jaft, 
But could not win ; her hour of grace was paft. 
Whom, thus perfifting, whca (hecoulil not hring 
To leave the Wolf, and to bel.ieve her king, 
She gave her up, and fairly wifli'd her joy 
Of her late treaty wich her new ally : 
Which well fhe hopM would more fuccefsful provcj 
Than was the Pigeon's and the Buzzard's love. 
The Panther afkM, what concord there could be 
Betwixt two kinds whofe natures difagree ? 
The Dame rep!y\l : Tis fung in every ftreet. 
The common chat of gollips when they meet ; 
But, fmce unheard hyyou, 'tis worth your while 
To take a wholfo.ue tal$, though told in liQBieJy ^yla, i 

A plain good mai^, whofe name is umdei'^od^ 
(So fevjr deferve the name.pf -piiiin and good) 
Of three fair lineal .lordlhip^ i^ood pofl'eiVd> ■ "" 

And iiv'd, as reafon was^ up^n the heft. 
Inur'd to hardftiips from* his early youtji, » 

Much had he done, and fufFtir'U for his truth :' 
At land and fea, in many a doubtful fight, * 
Was never known a moie. adventurous knight. 
Who oftner drew his fword, and always for the right. 

As fortune would (his fortune came, though late) 
He tx>ok. poffeinon of his juft eftate : 
Nor rackM his tenants with increafe of rent j 
Nor iiv'd.too fparing, nor too la^-gely fpcnt; 
But overl^ok'd his Hinds j their pay was juft. 
And ready, for he fcorn'd to go on trull : 

G z Slow 
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Slow to refolve, but in performance quick } 
So true, that he was aukward at a trick. 
For little fouls on little (hifts rely, 
And cowards arts of mean expedients try ; 
The noble mind will dare do any thing but lye. 
Falfe friends, his deadlieft foes, could find no way 
But ihows of honeft bluntnefs, to betray : 
That unfufpcftcd plainnefs he believM j 
He lookM into himfelf, and was deceived. 
Some lucky planet furc attends his birth. 
Or heaven would make a miracle on earth ^ 
For profpcrous honefty is feldom fecn 
To bear fo dead a weight, and yet to win. 
It looks as fate with nature^s law would ftrive^ 
To fhew plain-dealing once an age may thrive: 
And, when fo tough a frame ftie could not bend^ 
Exceeded her commiflton to befriend. 

This grateful man, as heaven increasM his ftorr. 
Gave God again, and daily fed his poor. 
His houfe with all convenience was purveyM | 
The reft he fotmd, but raisM the fabric where he prayed ; 
And in that facred place hts beauteous wife 
Employ M her.happieft hours of holy life. 

Nor did theti* alms extend to thofe alone. 
Whom common faith more ftriflly made their own s 
A fort of Doves were housM too near their hall> 
Who crofs the proverb, and abound with gall. 
Though fome, 'tis true, are paflivcly inclinM» 
The greater part degenerate from their kind | 

5 Vora- 
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Voracious birds that hotly bill and breed. 
And largely drink, becaufe on fait they feed. 
Small gain from them their bounteous owner draws 
Yet, bound by promife, he fupports their caufe, 
As corporations privileged" by laws. 

That houfe which haibour to their kind affords, 
Was built, long fince, God knows, for better birds 5 
But fluttering there they neftle near the throne, 
And lodge in habitations not their own. 
By their high crops and corny giziards known, 
tike Harpies they could fcent a plenteous board. 
Then to be fure they never faiiM their lord : 
The reft was form> and bare attendance paid j 
They drunk, and eat, and grudgingly obey'd. 
The more they fed, they niven''d ftill for more ; 
They drainM from Dan, and left Beerfheba poor. 
All this they had by law, and none repin'd j 
The preference was but due to Levi's kind : 
But when fome lay-preferment fell by chance, ■ 
The Gourmands made it their inheritance. 
WTicn once p9flef8'd, they never quit their claim ; 
For then ^tis fan£iifyM to heaven's high name ; 
And hallowed thus, they cannot give confent. 
The gift (hould beprophanM by worldly management. 

Their flcfli was never to the table ferv'd ; 
Though 'tis not thence inferred the birds were ftarv'd j 
But that their mafter did not like the food. 
As rank, and breeding melancholy blood. 
Nor did it with his gracious nature fuit, 
Ev'n though they were not doves, to perfecute : 

G 3 Yet 
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Yet he refusM (nor cculd they take offenre) 

Their glutton kind fhciild teach him abftinence. 

Nor confecrated grain their wheat he thoTight^ 

W.iich new from treading in their bills they brought : 

But left his Hinds ench in his private power, 

That thofe who like the bran might leave the flour. 

He for himfelf, and not for others, cho/V, 

Nor would he be impos'd on, nor impofe ; 

But in their faces his demotion paid, 

And facrifice with folemn rites was made, 

And facred incenfe on his altars hid. 

Befides thefe jolly birds, whofe corpfe im]:\ure 

Repaid their commons with their fnlt- manure; 

Another farm he had behind his hou^e, •'" 

Not overftock'd, but barely for his ufe : 

Wherein his poor domeilic poultry M, 

And From his pious hands receivM their bread. 

Our pamper\l Pigeons, with malignant eyes. 

Beheld thefe inmates, and their nurferies.: 

Though hard their far?, at evening, and at morny 

A cruife of water and an ear of corn j 

Yet ftiil they grudgM that n.odicum, and thought 

A (heaf in every fmgle grain was brought. 

Fain v»rould they filch that little food away, 

While unreilrain'd thofe happy gluttons prey. 

And much they giiev'd to fee fo nigh their hall. 

The biid that warn'd St. Peter of his fall : 

That he fhould raife bis miu'ed creft on high, 

And clap his v/ings^ and call his family 

To 
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To facred rites 5 and vex th' etherial powers 

"With midnight mattins at uncivil hours : 

Nay more, his quiet neighbours fhould moleft, 

Juft in the fweetnefs of their morning reft. 

J^aft of a bird, fuplnely when he might 

Lie fnug and ileep, to rife before the light ! 

What if his dull forefathers us'd that cry, 

Could he not let a bad example die f 

The world was fallen into an eafier way ; 

This age knew better than to faft and pray. 

Good fcnfe in facred worfhip would appear 

So to begin, as they might end the year. 

Such feats in former times had wrought the falls 

Of crowing Chanticleers in cloyfterM walls. 

Expeird for this, and for their lands, they fled 5 

And fitter Partlet with her hooded head 

Was hooted hence, becaufe ftie would not pray a-bed 

The way to win the reftiff world to God, 

Was to lay by the difpiplining rod. 

Unnatural fafts, and foreign forms of prayer : 

Religion frights us with a mien fevere. 

'Tis prudence to reform her into cafe. 

And put her in undiefs to make her pleafe : 

A lively faith will bear aloft the mind. 

And leave the luggage of good works behind. 

Such doftrines in the pigeon-houfe were taught : 
You need not aik how wondroufly they wrought ; 
But fure the common cry was all for thefe, 
Whofe life and precepts both encouraged cafe. 

* G 4 Vet 
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Yet fearing thofe alluring baits might fail. 
And holy deeds o'er all their arts prevail ; 
For yic<t, thougd frontlefs, and of hardenM face. 
Is daunted at the fight of awful grace> 
An hideous figure of their foes they drew. 
Nor lines, nor looks, nor (hades, nor colours true j 
And this gft>tefque defign exposM to public view. 
One would have thought it fome Egyptian piece. 
With garden-gods, and barking deities, 
More thick than Ptolemy has ftuck the flcies. 
All fo perverfe a draught, fo far unlike. 
It was no libel where it meant to ftrike. 
Yet ftill the daubing pleasM, and great and fmall 
To view the monfter crowded Pigeon-hall, 
^'here Chanticleer was drawn upon his knees 
Adorning (hrines, and ftocks of fainted trees 5 
And by hira, a mif-lhapen, ugly race j 
The curfe of God was feen on every face : 
No Holland emblem could that malice mend, 
But ftiirthe worfe the look, the fitter for a fiend. 

The matter of the farm, difpleasM to find 
So much of rancour in fo mild a kind. 
Enquired into the caufe, and came to know. 
The paflive church had ftruck the forcmoft blow j 
With groundlefs fears and Jealoufies pofleft, 1 

As if this troublefome intiniding gueft f 

Would drive the birds of Venus from their neft. i 
A deed his inborn equity abhorred; 
But intereft will not truft, though God Ihould pligl^t 
his word. 

A law. 
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A law, die fource of many future harms. 

Had baniih'd all the poultry from the farms } 

With lofs of life, if any ihould be found 

To crow or peck on this forbidden ground* 

That bloody llatute chiefly was ckfignM 

For Chanticleer the white, of clergy kind ; 

But after-malice did not long forget 

The lay that wore the robe and coronet. 

For them, for their inferiors and allies. 

Their foes a deadly Shibhpleth devife : 

By which unrighteoufly it was decreed. 

That none to truft or profit (hould fucceed, 

V^ho would not fwallow firft a poifonous wicked 

weed : 
Or that, to which old Socrates was curs'd. 
Or henbane juice to fwell them till they burft. 

T*he patron (as in reafon) thought it hard 
To fee this inquifition in his yard, 
By which the foveretgn was of fubjef^s* uie debarred. 
All gentle means he try^d, which might withdraw 
Th** tSe€ts of fo unnatural a law : 
But ftill the dove-houfe obftinately ftood 
JDeaf to their own, and to their neighbours good | 
And which was worfe, if any worfe could be, 
Kepented of their boafted loyalty : 
Now made the champions of a cruel cau(e, 
And drunk with fumes of popular applaufe $ 
For thofe whom God to ruin has defign'd. 
He fits for fate^ and firft deftroys their mind. 

New 
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New doubts indeed they daiJy drove to raife, 
Suggefled dangers, interposed delays } . 
And emifTary Pigeons had in (lore. 
Such as theMeccan prophet us'd of yore* 
To whifper counfeis in their patrcn''s ear; 
And veird their falfe advice with zejilous fear. 
The mailer fmird, to fee them work in vain. 
To wear him out^ and make an idle reign e 
He faw, but AifFerM tht-ir protraftive arts. 
And ftrove by mildnefs to i-educe their hearts ; 
9ut they abus'd that grace to make allies. 
And fondly closM with former enemies; 
For fools are doubly fcols, endeavouring to be wife 

After a grave confult what courfe were beft. 
One, more moturc in felly than the reft, 
Stood up, and told them with his head afide. 
That dcfperate cures muftbe to defperate ills apply'd ; 
And therefore, fince their main impending fear 
Was from th' increafmg race .of Chanticleer, 
Some potent bird of prey they ought to find, 
A foe profefsVl to hina, and all his kind; 
Some haggard Hawk, who had her eyry nigh, 
Well pounced to fadeo, and well wing'd to fly : 
One they might tnift, their common wrongs to v/reak : 
The Mufc^uet and th«j Coyftrcl were too weak. 
Too fierce the Falcoh ; but| above the reft. 
The noble Buzzard ever plcasM me beft j 
Offmall renown, 'tis true; f-;r, not to lye. 
We call liim but a Hawk by courtcP/. 
I kflow he hates the Pigcon-hoiifc and Farm, 
And more, in time of war, has done us harm : 

But 
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But all bis hate on trivial points depends : 

Give up our forms, and we ftiall foon be friends. 

For Pigeons flefh he feems not much to care j 

Cramm"'d chickens are a more delicious fare. 

On this high potentate, without delay, 

I wifh you would confer the fovercfgn iwzy ; 

Petition htm t' accept the government. 

And let a fplendid embafiy be fent, ^ 

This pithy fpeech prevailed; and all agreed, . 

Old enmities forgot, the Buzzard Should fucceed. 

Their welcome fuit was granted foon. a? heard. 
His lodgings furnifh'd, and a train prepared. 
With B's upon xheir breall, appointed for his guard. 
He came, and, crown'd with great folemnity, 
God fave king Buzzard ! was the general cry. 

A portly prince, and goodly to the ught, 
He feem'd a fon of Anach for his height : 
Like thofe whom ftatui-e did to crowns prefer: 
Black-browM, and bluflF, like Homer's Jupiter : 
Broad-back'd, and brawny -built for love's delight ; 
A prophet form'd to make a female profelyte. 
A theologue more by need than genial bent ; 
By breeding (harp, by nature confident. 
Intereft in all his anions was dlfcernM 5 
More learnM than honeft, nore a wit than learn'd : 
Or forc'd by fear, or by his profit led, 
Or bo h conjoin'd, his native clime he fled : 
But brought the virtues of his heaven : \ ug ; 
A fair behaviour, and a fluent tongue. 

And 



Digitized by Google 



9ft DRYDEN*S POEMS. 

And yet with all his arts he could not thrive ; 
The moft unlucky paraiite alive. 
Loud praifes to prepare his paths he fent, 
And then himfelf purfued his compliment s * 
But, by reverfe of fortune chas*d away. 
His gifts no longer than their author ftay : 
He (hakes the duft againft th' ungrateful race» 
And leaves the ftench of ordures in the place* 
Oft has he flatterM and blafphemM the fame; 
For in his rage he fpares no fovereign's name s 
The hero and the tyrant change their ftyle 
9y the fame meafnre that they frown or fmile. 
.Vhien well received by hofpitable foes. 
The kindnefs he returns, is to expofe i 
For couitefies, though undeferv'd and great. 
No gratitude in felon-minds beget ; 
As tribute to his wit, the churl receives the treat. 
His praife of foes is venomoufly nice ; 
So touchM, it turns a virtue to a vice s 
** A Greek, and bountiful, forewarns us twice/* 
Seven facraments he wifely does difown, 
Becaufe he knows confeffion ftands for one | 
Where fins to Aicred filencc are convey*d, 
And not for fear, or love, to be betray'd : 
But he, uncaird, his patron to control, 
Divulg'd the fecret whifpers of his foul 5 
Stood forth th* accuftng Satan of his crimes, 
And ofFec'd tt» the Moloch of the times. 
Prompt to aflail, and carelefs of defence, 
* Invulnerable in his impudence, 
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He dares the world $ and eager of a name. 
He thrufts about, and juftles into fame. 
Frontiers, and fatire-proof, he fcowcrs the ftreets* 
And runs an Indian-muck at all he meets. 
So fond of loud report, that not to mifs 
Of being known (his laft and utmoft blKs) 
He rather would be known for what he is. 

Such was, and is» the Captain of the Teft, 
Though half his virtues are not here exprefsM $ 
The modefty of fame conceals the reft. 
The fpleenful Pigeons never could create 
A prince more proper to revenge their hate ; 
Indeed, more proper to revenge, than fave. 
A king, whom in his wrath th' Almighty gave : 
For all the grace the landlord had allowed. 
But made the Buzzard and the Pigeons proud ; 
Gave time to fix their friends, and to feduce the j 

crowd. 
They long their fellow-fubjefts to inthral. 
Their patron''s promife into queftion call. 
And vainly think he meant to make them lords of all. 

Falfe fears their leaders fail'd not to fuggeft. 
As if the Doves were to be difpoffefsM j 
Nor fighs, nor groans, nor gogling eyes, did want ) 
For now the Pigeons lB> had learned to cant. 
The houfe of prayer is ftockM with large increafej 
Nor doors nor windows can contain the prefs i 
For birds of every feather fill th' abode j 
Ev'n atheifts out of envy own a God : . 

And reeking from the ftews adulterers come» 
Like Goths and Vandals to demoliih Rome. 

. That 
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That Confcience, which to all their crime$ was mute. 

Now calls aloud, and cries to perfecute : 

No rigor of the laws to be released, 

And much the lefs, becaufe it was their Loi*d's requeft-j 

They thought it great their fovereign to cotttroul. 

And namM their pride, nobility of fogl. 

'*Tis true, the' Pigeons, and their prince cleft, 
"VTere ftiort of power, their pui-pofe to eiFeft : 
But with their qnills did all the Hurt they could, 
Ajjd cuflF'd the tender Chickens from their food : 
And much the Buizard in their cauie did ftir, *) 

Though naming not the patron, to infer C 

With all refpea, he was a grofs i.iolater. J 

But when th' imperial owner did efpy, 
THat thus they turn'd his grace to villany. 
Not fuf^ering wrath todifcompofe his mind, •) 

He ftrove a temper for th' extremes to-fihd. C 

So to be juft, as he might ftill be kind ; ' J 

Then, all maturely weighed, pronounc'd a doom 
Of facred ftrtngth for every age to come. 
By this the doves their wealth and ftate pofTefs, 
No rights infringed, but licence to opprefs : 
Such power have they as faaious lawyers long 
To crowns afcrib'd, that kings can do no wrong. 
But fmce his own domeftic bird Aave try'd 
The dire effefts of their dertruftive pride, 
He deems that proof a meafure to the reft, 
Concluding well within his kingly breaft, 
His fowls of nature too unjuftly were oppreft. 
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He therefore makes all birds of evci7 feSk 

Free of his farm, with promife to refpeft 

Their feveral kinds alike, and equally prote6l. 

His gracious edi6l the fame franchife yields ^ 

To all the'wild increafe of woods and fields, > 

And who in rocks aloof, and who in fteeples builds ; ^ 

To Crows the like impartial grace affords. 

And Choughs and Daws, and fuch republic birds » - 

Sccur'd with ample privilege to feed. 

Each has his di/lri^l, and his bounds deqreed : 

Corobin'd in common intereft with his own. 

But not to pafs the Pigeons Rubicon. 

Here ends the reign of his pretended Dove j 
All prophecies accompli/hM from above. 
For Shiloh comes the fccptre to remove. 
Reduced from her imperial high abode, 
Like Dionyfius to a private rod, 
The paiTive church, that with pretended grace 
Did her diftinftive mark in duty place. 
Now touch'd, reviles her Maker to his face. 

What after happened is not hard to gucfs : • -% 

The fmall beginnings had a large increafe, > 

And arts and wealth fuccced, the fecret fpoils of peace, i. 
'Tis faid, the Doves repented, though too late. 
Become tlie Imiths of their owr\ foolifh fate : 
Nor did their owner haften their ill hour ; 
But, funk in credit, they decreased in power : 
Like fnows in warmth that mildly pafs away, 
DiflTolving in the filence of decay. 

The 
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The Buzzard> not content with equal place^ 
Invites the feathered Nimrods of his race 5 
'Xo hide the thinnefs of their flock from fight, 
And all together make a feeming goodly flight : 
But each have feparate interefts of their own i 
Two Czars are one too many for a throne. 
Nor can th' ufurpcr long abftain from food j 
Already he has tafted Pigeons blood : 
Ancf may be tempted to his former fare. 
When this indulgent lord fhall late to heaven repaif • 
Bare benting times, and moulting months may come^ 
When, lagging late, they cannot reach their home ; 
Or rent in fchifm (for fo their fate decrees) 
j^ike the tumultuous college of the bees. 
They fight their quarrel, by themfelves opprefi 5 
The tyrant fmiles below, and waits the falling feaft* 

Thus did the gentle Hind her fable end. 
Nor would the Panther blame it, nor commend j 
But, with afFefted yawnings at the clofc, 
SeemM to req^ire her natural repofe s 
For now the ftreaky light began to peep ; 
And fetting ftars admonifhM both to ileep. 
The dame withdrew, and, wifhing to her guefl: 
The peace of heaven, betook herfelf to reft. 
' Ten thoufand angels on her (lumbers waitji 
With glorious vifions of her future flate. 
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A POEM on the PRINCE, bom on the 
Tenth of June, 1688. 

/^UR vows are heard betimes, and heaven takes care 
^^ To grant, before we can conclude the prayer ; 
Preventing angels met it half the way, 
And fent us back to praife, who came to pray. 

Juft on the day, when the high-mounted fun • 
Pid fartheft in its northern progrefs run. 
He bended forward, and ev'n ftretch'd the fphere 
Beyond the limits of the lengthened year. 
To view a brighter fun in Britain born ; 
That was the bufinefs of his longed morn ; 
The glorious objeil feen, 'twas time to turn. 

Departing Spring could only ftay to Ihed 
Her gloomy beauties on the genial bed. 
But left the manly fummer in her dead. 
With timely fruit the longing land to chear. 
And to fulfil the promife of the year. 
Betwixt two feafons comes th* aufpicious heir. 
This age to bloflbm, and the next to bear. 

Laft folemn fabbath faw the Church attend. 
The Paraclete in fiery pomp defcend j 
But when his wondrous oftave roUM again. 
He brought a royal infant in his train. 
$b great a blefling to fo good a king, 
None but th' Eternal Comfoi ter coyld bring. 

Vol.. IL H Or 
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Or did the mighty Trinity confpire. 
As- once in council to create our fire ? 
It feems as if they fent the new-bom gueft 
To wait OB the proceiBon of their feaft ; 
And on their facred anniverfe decreed 
To ftamp their image on the promised feed. 
Three realms united, and on one beftow'd. 
An emblem of thefr mryftic union fliow'd : 
The mighty trine the triple empire fhar'd ; 
As ;every perfon would have one to guard. 

Hail, Son of prayers ! by holy violence 
Drawn down from licaven ; but long be bani/hM thence^ 
And late to thy paternal flcies retire : 
To mend our crimes, whole ages would require j 
To change th* inveterate habit of our fins. 
And finiih what thy godlike (ire begins. 
Kind heaven, to make us Englifhmen again, 
No lefs can give us than a patriarch^s reign. 
The facred cradle to your charge receive. 
Ye leraphs, and by turns the guard relieve j 
Thy father's angel, and tihy father join. 
To keep pofleffion, and fecure the line ; 
But long defer the honours of thy fate : 
Great may they be like his, like hrs be late ; 
That James his running century may view. 
And give this Son an aufpice to the new. 

Our wants exa6l at leaft that moderate ftay : 
For fee the dragon winged on his way. 
To watch the travail, and devour the prey. 

Or, 
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Or, if allufions may not rife fo high, '^ 

Thus, when Alcides rais'd his infant cry, ^ 

The fnakes befiegM his young divinity : "*^ 

But vainly with their forked tongues they threat $ 

For oppoiition makes a heix) great* 

To needful fuccour ail the good will run» 

And Jove af&rt the godhead of his Son. 

O ftill repining at your prefent ftate. 
Grudging yourfelves the benefits of fate. 
Look up, and read in chara^ers of light 
A bleiling fent you in your own delight. 
The manna fails, yet that celeftial bread 
Like Jews you munch, and murmur while you feed* 
May not your fortune he like theirs, exiPd, 
Yet forty years to wander in the wild ! 
Or if it be, may Mofes live at lead, 
To lead you to the verge of proinisM reft ! 

Though poets are not prophets, to foreknow 
What plants will take the blight, and what will grow. 
By tracing heaven, his footfteps may be found : 
Behold ! how awfully, he walks the round ! 
God is abroad, and, wondrous in his ways. 
The rife of empires, and their fall furveys ; 
More, might I fay, than with an ufual eye. 
He fees his bleeding church in ruin lie^ 
And hears the (buls of iaints beneath his altar cry. 
Already has he lifted high the fign, 
Which crownM the conquenng arms of Conftantine s 
The moon grows pale at that prefaging fight. 
And half hd: train of |bus.iiavC/lo& their light. 

H 1 Behold 
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. Behold another Sylvcfter, to blefs 
The facrcd ftandard, and fecure Aiccefs 5 
Large of his treafures^ of a foul fo great. 
As fills and crowds his univerfal feat. 
Now view at home a fecond Conftantine 
(The former too was of the Bntift line) 5 
Has not his healing balm your breaches closM, 
Whofe exile many fought, and few opposM i 
O, did not heaven by its eternal doom 
Permit thofe evils, that this good might come f 
So manifeft, that ev'n the moon-eyM fe6ls 
See whom and what this Providence prote^ls. 
Msthtnlcs, had we within our minds no more 
Than that one fhipwreck on the fatal ore. 
That only thought may make us think again. 
What wonders God referves for fuch a reign. 
To dream that chance his prefervation wrought. 
Were to think Noah was preferv'd for nought j 
Or the furviving eight were not defignM 
To people earth, and. to rcftore their kind. 

When humbly on the royal babe we gaze. 
The manly lines of a majeftic face 
Give awful joy : ^tis paradife to look 
On the fair frontifpiece of Nature^s book : 
If the firft opening page fo charms the fight. 
Think how th* unfolded volume will delight ! 
See how the venerable infant, lies 
In early pomp ; how through the mother^s «yes 
The father's foul, with an. undaunted view, • 
Looks dott and .takei aor. iiomagt^ifc h.\s due;i •• . . 
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See on his future fubjedls how he fmiles, 
Nor meanly flatters, nor with ci-aft beguiles ; 
But with an open face, as on his throne, 
AfTures our birthrights, and aflumes his own : - 
Born in broad day-light, that th' ungrateful rout 
May find no room for a remaining doubt ; 
Tiiith, which itfelf is light, d6es darknefs fliun. 
And the true eaglet fafely dares the fun. 

Fain would the fiends have made a dubious birth^ 
Loth to confefs the Godhead cloath'd in earth : 
But ficken'd after all their baffled lies. 
To find an heir apparent in the ikies : 
AbandonM to defpair, ftill may they grudge. 
And, owning not the Saviour, prove the judge. 

Not great ^neas flood in plainer day, 
When the dark mantling mift diflblv'd away. 
He to the Tyrians fhew'd his fudden face. 
Shining with all his goddefs mother^s grace : 
For fhe herfelf had made his countenance bright, 
BreathM honour on his eyes, and her own purple light* 

If our vi&orious Edward*, as they fay. 
Gave Wales a prince on that propitious day. 
Why may not years revolving with his fate 
Produce, his like, but with a longer date ? 
One» who may carry to a diflant fliore 
The terror that his fam'd forefather bore. 
But why (hould James or his young hero (lay 
For (light prefages of a name or day ? 
We need no Edward's fortune to adorn 
That happy moment when our prince was bom : 

' H 3 Our 
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Our prince adorns this dsy, and tges hence 
Shall wii]\ his birth-day for ibme future prince. 

Great Michael, prince of all th* aetherial hofts^ 
And whatever inborn faints our Britain boafts ; 
And thouy th' adopted patron of our ide. 
With chearful afpe£^s on this infant fflsile : 
The pledge of heaven, whidi, dropping horn above. 
Secures our blifs, and reconciles his love. 

Enough of ills our dke rpbellion wrought. 
When to the dregs we drank the bit«er draught ; 
Then airy atoms did in plagues confpire. 
Nor did th' avenging angel yet retire. 
But purgM our ftilUincreaiing crimes with fire. 
Then perjured plots, the ftill impending teft. 
And worfe^-but charity conceals the reft : 
Here ftop .the current of the fanguine flood ; 
Require not, gracious God, thy martyrs* blood 5 
But let their dying pangs, ihtk living toil. 
Spread a rich harveft thffoiigfa their aata ve foil ; 
A harveft ripening for another reign, 
Of which this royal babe may reap the grain. 

Enough of e^rly faints one womb has given $ 
Enough increased the family of heaven ; 
Let them for his, and our atonenoent go ; 
And, reigning bleft above, leave him to nile below. 

Enough already has the yeafr foi-e(how'd 
His wonted courfe, the fea has overflowM, 
Tlic meads were floated with a weeping fpriug. 
And frighten'd birds ia woods forgot to fing : 
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The ftrong-limbM ilee4 beneath bi& harnefs faints. 
And the fame ihivering fweat bis lord attaints. 
When will the minifter of wrath give o^er ? 
Behold him at Araunah's threibiiig-floor : 
He ftops, and feems to flieath his ftaming brand. 
Pleased with burnt inceofe from our David's hand. 
David has bought the Jebufite's abode. 
And raisM an altar to the living God. 

Heaven, to reward him, makes his joys dncere ; 
No future ills nor accidents appear 
To. fully and pollute the iacred infant's year. 

Five months to difcord and debate were given : 

He fanclifies the yet remaining feven. 

Sabbath of months ] henceforth in him be bleft. 

And prelud« to the realms perpetual reft i 
Let his baptifmal drops for us atone ; 

Luftrations for offences not his own. 

Let Confcience, which i« intereft ill difguisM, 

In the fame font be clean sM, and all the land baptizM, 
Un-namM as yet ; at leaft unknown to fame : 

Is there a ftrife in heaven about his name ; 

Where every famous predeceilbr vies. 

And makes a faflion for it in the ikies ? 

Or muft it be referv'd to thought alone > 

Such was the facred Tetragrammaton. 

Things worthy filence muft not be revealM : 

Thus the true name of Rome was kept conceaPd, 

To (bun the fpells and forceries of thofe. 

Who durft her lAfant majefty oppofe. 

H 4 But 
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But when his tender ftrength in time fhall rife 

To dare ill tongues, and fafcinating eyes ; 

This ifle, which hides the little thunderer's fame. 

Shall be too narrow to contain his name :' ' 

Th' artillery of heaven fhall make him, known 5 ' 

Crete could not hold the God, when Jove was ^fown. 

As Jove's increafe, who from his brain was' born. 
Whom arms and arts did equally adorn, 
Free of the breaft was bred, whofe milky taftc 
Minerva's name to Venus had debasM 5 
So this imperial babe rejefts th? food 
That mixes monarch's with plebeian blood : 
Food that his inborn courage might controul, 
Extinguifh all the father in his foul, 
And for his Eftian race, and Saxon ftrain. 
Might reproduce fome fecond Richard's reign. 
Mildnefs he (hares from both his parents' blood : 
But kings too tame are defpicably good : 
Be this the mixture of this regal child. 
By nature manly, but by virtue mild. 

Thus far the furious tranfport of the news 
Had to prophetic madnefs fir'd the Mufe 5 
Madnefs ungovernable, uninfpir'd, 
Swift to foretel whatever (he defir'd. 
Was it for me the dark abyfs to ti*ead, 
And read the book which angeU cannot read ? 
How was I punilh'd when the fudden blal(. 
The face of heaven, and our young Sun o'ercaft I 
Fame, the fwift ill, inereafing as (he roll'd, 
Difeafe, defpair, and death, at tliree reprifes told : 

At 
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At three inciting ftrides (he ftalkM the town. 
And, like contagion, ftruck- the loyal down. 
Down fell the winnowM wheat ; but, mounted high. 
The whirlwind bore the chaff, and hid the iky. / 

Here black rebellion ihooting from below 
(As earth's gigantic brood by moments grow) 
And here the fons of God are petrified with woe : 
An apoplex of- grief ! fo low were driven 
The faints, as hardly to defend their heaven. 

As, when pent vapours run their hollow round. 
Earthquakes, which are convulfions of the ground. 
Break bellowing forth, and no confinement brook> 
Till the third fettles what the former ihook ; 
Such heavingc had our fouls ; till, flow and late. 
Our life with his returned, and faith prevailed on fate. 
By prayers the mighty bleffing was implor'd. 
To prayers was granted, and by prayers reftorM. - 

So, ere the Shunamitc a fon conceiv'd. 
The prophet promised, and the wife believ'd. 
A fon was ient, the fon fo much defir^d $ 
But foon upon the mother*8 knees expir'd. 
The troubled feer approachM the moui-nful door. 
Ran, pray*d, and fent his paftoral flaff before. 
Then flretchM his limbs upon the child, and mourn'd, . 
Till warmth, and breath, and a new foul, returned. 

Thu6 mercy flretches out her hand, and faves 
Defponding Peter fmking in the waves. 

As when a fudden florm of hail and rain 
Beats to the ground the yet unbeattied grain^ 

Think 
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Think not tke hqies of harveft are deftro/d 
On the flat field, and on the naked void $ 
The light, unloaded ftem, from teispeft freed. 
Will raife the youthful honours of his head i 
And foon reftor'd by native vigour, bear 
The timely product of the bounteoua year. 

Nor yet conclude all fiery trials pad : 
For heaven will exercife us to the laft ; 
Sometimes will check us in our full career. 
With doubtful bleflings, and with mingled fear ; 
That, ftill depending on his daily grace. 
His every mercy for an alms may paTs, 
With fparing hands will diet us to good : 
Preventing furfeits of our paroperM blood. 
So feeds the mother bird her craving young 
With little morfels, and delays them Jong. 

Truey this laft blefiing was a royal feaft j 
But where *s the wedding-garment on the gueft ? 
Our manners, as religion were a dream, 
Are fuch as teach the nations to blafpheme. 
In lufts we wallow, and with pride we fwell. 
And injuries with injuries repel 5 
Prompt to revenge, not daring to forgive. 
Our lives unteach the doctrine we believe. 
Thus Ifrael iinn'd, impenitently hard. 
And vainly thought the prefent ark their guard j 
But when the haughty Philiftines appear, 1 

They fled, abandoned to their foes and fear | f 

Their God was abfent, though his ftrk was there. ) 

Ahl 
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Ah ! left our crimes ihould fnatch this pledge atway, *- 

And make our joys the bleffings of a day ! 

For we have £aB'd him hence ; and that he lives^ 

God to his promife, not our praftice gives. 

Our crimes would foon weigh down the guilty fcalc, 

But James and Mary, and tlie church, prevail. 

Nor Amakk can rout the chofen bands, 

While Hur and Aaron hold up Mofes' hands. 

By living well, let us fccure his days. 
Moderate in hopes, and humble in our ways. 
No force the free*born fpirit can conilniin. 
But charity, and great examples gain. 
Forgivenefs is oyr thanks for fuch a day. 
*Tis god-like God in his own coin to pay. 

But you, propitious queen, tranflated here, 
From your mild heaven, to rule our rugged fpliere, 
Beyond the Ainny walks, and circling year : 
You, who your native climate have bereft 
Of all the virtues, and the vices left 5 
AVhom piety and beauty make their boaft. 
Though beautiful is well in pious loft ; 
So loft as ftar-iight is diflblv^d away. 
And melts into the bnghtnefs of the day ; 
Or gold about the royal diadem, 
Loft to improve the Utftre of the gem. 
What can we add to your triumphant day i 
Let the great gift the beauteous giver pay. 
For fliould our thanks awake the rifmg fun. 
And lengthen, as his lateft fhadows run, 
That, though the longeft day, would foon, too foon 
be done. 

Let 
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Let angels voices with their harps cofifpircy 
But keep th* aufpicieus infant from the choir } 
Late let him fing above, and let us know 
No fweeter muiic than his cries below. 

Nor can I wiih to you, great monarch, more 
Than fuch an annual income to your ftore ; 
The day which gave this unit, did not ihine 
For a lefs omen, than to fill the trine. 
After a prince, an admiral beget ; 
The Royal Sovereign wants an anchor yet. 
Our ifle has younger titles ftill in ftore. 
And when th' exbaufted land can yield no more. 
Your line can force them from a foreig^n fkore. 

The name of great your martial mind will fuit j 
But juftice is your darling attribute: 
Of all the Greeks, *twas but one hero's (jue, 
J^nd, in him, Plutarch prophefy'd of you. 
A princeH favours but on few can fall, 
But juftice is a virtue iharM by all. 

Some kings the name of conquerors have aflTum'dy 
Some to be great, fome to be gods prefum*d ; 
But boundlefs power, and arbitrary luft. 
Made tyrants ftill abhor the name of juft 9 
They fhunn'd the praife this godlike virtue gives. 
And fear'd a title that reproached their lives. 

The power, from which all kings derive their flate. 
Whom they pretend, at leaft, to imitate, 
Is equal bqth to puniih and reward ; 
For few would love their God, unlefs they fear'd. 

Refiftlefs 
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Refifllefs force and immortality 
Make but a lame, imperfeft, deity : 
Tempefts have force unbounded to deftroy. 
And deathlefs being even the damn'd enjoy j 
And yet heaven's attributes, both laft and firft. 
One without life, and one with life accurft : 
But juftice is heaven's felf, fo ftriftly he, 
That could it fail, the Godhead could not be* 
This virtue is your own ; but life and ftate 
Are one to fortune fubjeft, one to fate : 
Equal to all, you juftly frown or fmile 5 
Nor hopes nor fears your fteady hand beguile 5 
Yourfelf our balance hold, the world 's our ifle. 
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ALL human things are fubjeft to decay, 
■^^^ And when fate fummons, monarchs muft obey* 
This Flecknoe found, who, like Auguftus, young 
Was caird to empire, and had govern'd long : 
In profe and verfe, was own'd, without difpute. 
Through all the realms of Nonfcnfe, abfolute. 
This aged prince, now flouri/hing in peace. 
And bled with ifTue of a large increafe ; 
Worn out with buiinefs, did at length debate 
To fettle the fucceflion of the ftate : 
And, pondering, which of all his fons was fit 
To reign, and wage immortal war with wit, 
Cry'd, 'Tib refolv'd ; fpr nature pleads, that he 
Should only rule, who mofl refembles me. 

5 Shadwell 
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Shadwell alone my psrfe^l image bear'. 

Mature in dulnefs from his tender years i 

Shadwell alone, of all my ions, is he. 

Who ftands confirmM in full (lupidity. 

The reft to fome faint meaning make pretence^ 

But Shadwell never deviates into ienie. 

Some beams of wit on other fouls may fall. 

Strike through, and make a lucid interval $ 

But Shadweirs genuine night admits no ray. 

His rifing fogs prevail upon the day. 

Befides, his goodly fabric fills the eye. 

And feems deGgn'd for thoughtlefs majefty : 

'lirhoughtlefs as monarch oaks, that ihade the plain. 

And fpread in iblemn ilate fupinely reign. 

HeywiMd and Shirley were but types of thee, 

"Thou laft great prophet of tautology ! 

Ev'n I, a dunce of more renown than they. 

Was fent before but to prepare thy way 5 

And, coarfely clad in Noi-wich drugget, came 

To teach the nations in thy greater name. 

My warbling lute, the lute I whilom ftrung. 

When to king John of Portugal I fung, 

Was but the prelude to that glorious day, 

When thou bn filver Thames didft cut thy way^. 

With well-tim'd oars before the royal barge, 

Sweird with the pride of thy celeftial charge j 

And, big with hymn, commarider of an hoft, 

The like was ne'er in- Epfom blankets toft. 

Methinks I fee the new Arion fail. 

The lute ftill trembling underneath thy nail. 

At 
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At thy well-fharpenM thumb from fhore to thort 
The trebles fqueak for fear, the bafcs roar : 
Echoes from Pifling- Alley Shadwcll call, 
And Shadwell they refound from Afton-Hall. 
About thy boat the little fiflics throng. 
As at the morning toad that floats along. 
Sometimes, as prince of thy harmonious band. 
Thou weild'ft thy papers in thy threfhmg hand. 
St. Andre's feet ne'er kept more equal thne. 
Not ev'n the feet of thy own Pfyche's rhyme s 
Though they in number as in fenfe excel ; 
So juft, io like tautology, they fell. 
That, pale with envy. Singleton forfwore 
The lute and fword, which he in triumph bore^ 
And vowM he ne'er would aft Villerius more. 

Here ftopt the good old (ire, and wept for joy. 
In filent raptures of the. hopeful boy. 
All arguments, but moft his plays, perfuade. 
That for anointed dulnefs he was made. 

Clofe to the walls which fair Augufta bind, 
(The fair Augufta much to fears inclined) 
An ancient fabric rais'd t' inform the iight, 
Thei-e flood of yore, and Barbican it hight : 
A watch-tower once j but now, fo fate ordains. 
Of all the pile an empty name remains : 
From its old ruins brothel -houfes rife, 
Scenes of lewd loves, and of polluted Joys, 
Where their vafl courts the raother-iftrumpets keep. 
And, undifturb'd by watch, in filence fleep, 

5 Near 
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Near thefe a nurfery ere6ls its head^ 
Where queens are formM, and future heroes bred 5 
Where unflcdg'd aftors learn to laugh and cry, 
Where infant punks their tender voices try, 
And little Maxirains the gods defy. 
Great Fletcher never treads in buflcins here. 
Nor greater Jonfon dares in focks appear j 
But gentle Simkin juft reception finds 
Amidft this monument of vanifhM minds : 
Pure clinches the fuburbian Mufe affords, 
And Panton waging harmlefs war with words. 
Here Flecknoe, as a place to fame well known, 
Ambitioufly defigpa'd his Shadwell's throne. 
For ancient Decker prophefyM long fince. 
That in this pile fhould reign a mighty prince. 
Born for a fcourge of wit, and flail of fenfe. 
To whom true dulnefs fhould forae Pfyches owe. 
But worlds of mifers from his pen fhould flow : 
Humorifts and hypocrites it fhould produce. 
Whole Raymond families, and tribes of Bruce. 
Now emprefs fame had publifhM the renown 
Of Shadweirs coronation through the town. 
Rouz'd by report of fame, the nations meet. 
From near Bunhill, and diftant Watling-flreet, 
No Pcrfian carpets fpread th' imperial way. 
But fcatterM limbs of mangled poets lay : 
From dully fhops negle6led authors come. 
Martyrs of pies, and reliques of the bum. 
Much Heywood, Shirley, Ogleby, there lay. 
But loads of Shadwell almoft chokM the way. 

Bilk'd 
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Bi]k'*d ftationers for yeomen ftood preparMy 

And Herri ngrtian was captain of the guard. 

The hoaiy prince in majefty appearM, 

High on a throne of his own labours rearM« 

At his right hand our young Afcanius fate^ 

Rome'^s other hope, and pillar of the ilate. 

His brows thick fogs, inftead of glories, gracej 

And lambent dulnefs playM around his face. 

As Hannibal did to the altars come. 

Swore by his fire, a mortal foe to Rome ; 

So Shadwell fwore, nor fhould his vow be vain. 

That he till death true dulnefs would maintain j 

And, in his father's right, and realm's defence. 

Ne'er to have peace with wit, nor truce with fenfe. 

The king himfelf the facred unftion made. 

As king by office, and as prieft by trade. 

In his fmifter hand, in(lead of ball. 

He plac'd a mighty, mug of potent ale ; 

Love's kingdom to his right he did convey, 

At once his fceptre, and his rule of fway ; 

Whofe righteous lore the prince had praftisM young, 

And from whofe loins recorded Pfyche fprung. 

His temples, laft, with poppies were o'erfpread. 

That nodding fcem'd to confecrate his head. 

Juft at the point of time, if fame not lye. 

On his left hand twelve reverend owls did fly* 

So Romulus, 'tis fung, by Tyber's brook, 

Prefage of fway from twice fix vultures took. 

Th' admiring throng loud acclamations makc^ 

And omens of his future empire take. 

Vol. II. I The 
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The fire then ifhook the honours of his head. 
And from his brows damps of oblivion fhed 
Full on the filial dulnefs : long he ftood, 
Repelling from his breaft the raging God ; 
At length burft out in tliis prophetic mood. 

Heavens blefs my fon ! from Ireland let him reign 
To far Barbadoes on the weftern main j 
Of his dominion may no end be known, 
And greater than his father's be his throne ; 
Beyond Love's kingdom let him ftretch his pen t-«» 
He paused, and all the people cry'd Amen. 
Then thus continued he : My fon, advance 
Still in new impudence, new ignorance. 
Succefs let others teach, learn thou from me 
Pangs without birth, and fruitlefs induftry. 
Let virtuofos in five years be writ j 
Yet not one thought accufe thy toil of wit. 
Let gentle George in triumph tread the ftagc. 
Make Dorimant betray, and Loveit rage ; 
Let Cully, Cockwood, Fopling, charm the pit. 
And in their folly ihew the writer's wit. 
Yet ftlll thy fools fhall ftand in thy defence. 
And juftify their author's want of fenfe. 
Let them be all by thy own model made 
Of dulnefs^ and defire no foreign aid ; 
That they to future ages may be known, 
Not copies drawn, but ifTue of thy own. 
Nay, let thy men of wit too be the fame, 
All full of thee, and differing but in name* , 

But 
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But let no alien Sedley interpofe, 

To lard with wit thy hungry Epfom profe. 

And when falfe flowers of rhetoric thou wouldft cull, 

Truft nature, do not labour to be dull ; 

But write thy beft, and top ; and, in each line. 

Sir Forraars oratory will be thine : 

Sir Formal, though unfought, attends thy quill. 

And does thy northern dedications fill. 

Nor let falfe friends feduce thy mind to fame. 

By arrogating Jonfon's hoftile name. 

Let father Fkcknoe fire thy mind with praifc, 

And uncle Ogleby thy envy raife. 

Thou art my blood, where Jonfon has no part : 

What fliare hare we in nature or in art ? 

Where did his wit on learning fix a brand. 

And rail at arts he did not underftand ? 

Where made he love in prince NIcander's vein, 

Or fwcpt the duft in Pfyche's humble ftraln ? 

Where fold he bargains, whfp-ftitch, kifs my arfe, 

Promis*d a play, and dwindled to a farce ? 

When did his Mufe from Fletcher fccnes purloin. 

As thou whole Etherege doft transfufe to thine ? 

But fo transfusM, as oil and waters flow, 

His always floats above, thine finks below. 

This is thy province, this thy wotidrous way. 

New humours to invent for each new play t 

This is that boafted bias of thy mind. 

By which, one way, to dulnefs 'tis inclined : 

Which makes thy writings lean on one fide ftill, 

And, in all changes, that way bends thy will. 

-. I 2 Nor 
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Nor let thy mountain-belly make pretence 

Of likenefs ; thine *s a tympany of fenfe. 

A tun of man in thy large bulk is writ, 

But fure thou *rt but a kilderkin of wit. 

Like mine, thy gentle numbers feebly creep $ 

Thy tragic Mufe gives fmiles, thy comic deep. 

With whatever gall thou fett^fl thyfelf to write. 

Thy inoffenfive fatires never bite. 

In thy felonious heart though venom lies. 

It does but touch thy Iriih pen, and dies. 

Thy genius calls thee not to purchafe fame 

In keen Iambics, but mild Anagram. 

Leave writing plays, and choofe for thy command. 

Some peaceful province in Acroftic land. 

There thou mayft wing^ difplay and altars raife. 

And torture one poor word ten thoufand ways. 

Or if thou wouldft thy different talents fuit. 

Set thy own fongs, and ilng them to thy lute. 

He faid ) but his laft words were fcarcely heard : 
For Bruce and Longvil had a trap prepared, 
And down they fent the yet declaiming bard. 
Sinking he left his drugget robe behind, 
Borne upwards by a fubterranean wind. 
The mantle fell to the young prophet* s part. 
With double portion of his father's art. 
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EPISTLE THE FIRST. 

To my honoured Friend Sir R o b ert Howard, 
on his excellent Poems. 

AS there is muiic uninformM by art 
In thofe wild notes, which with a merry heart 
The birds in unfrequented fhades cxprefs, 
Who, better taught at home, yet pleafe us lefs z 
So in your verfe a native fwectnefs dwells. 
Which Ihames compofure, and its art excels. 
Singing no more can your foft numbers grace. 
Than paint adds charms unto a beauteous face. 
Yet as, when mighty rivers gently creep. 
Their even calmnefs does fuppofe them deep i 
Such is your Mufe: no metaphor fwellM high 
With dangerous boldnefs lifts her to the fky : 
Thofe mounting fancies, when they fall again. 
Shew fand and dirt at bottom do remain. 
So firm a ftrength, and yet withal fo fweet. 
Did never but in Samfon^s riddle meet. 
'Tis ftrange each line fo great a weight (hould bear. 
And yet no iign of toil, no fweat appear. 
Either your art hides art, as^ftoics feign 
Then leaft to feel, when moft they fuffer pain j 
And we, dull fouls, admire, but cannot fee 
What hidden fprings within the engine be : 

I 3 Or, 
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Or 'tis fome happinefs that ftlll purfues 

Each aft and motion of your graceful Mufe. 

Or is it fortune's work, that in your head 

The curious net that is for fancies fpread. 

Lets through its me/hes every meaner thought. 

While rich ideas there are only caught ? 

Sure that *s not all $ this is a piece too fair 

To be the child of chance, and not of care. 

No atoms cafually together hurlM 

Could e'er produce fo beautiful a world. 

Nor dare I fuch a doftrine here admit. 

As would deftroy the providence of wit. 

'Tis your ftrong genius then which does not feel 

Thofe weights, would make a weaker fpirit reel. 

To carry weiglit, and run fo lightly too. 

Is what alone your Pegafus can do. 

Great Hercules himfelf could ne'er do more. 

Than not to feel thofe heavens and gods he bore. 

Your eafier odes, which for delight wei*e penn'd. 

Yet our inftru6lion make their fecond end : 

We're both enrich'd and pleas'd, like them that woo 

At once a beauty, and a fortune too. 

Of moral knowledge poefy was queen. 

And ftill /he might, had wanton wits not been ; 

Who, like ill guardians, liv'd themfelves at large. 

And, not content v/ith that, dcbauch'd their charge. 

Like fome brave captain, your fuccel'sful pen 

Reflores the exil'd to her crown again : 

And gives us hope, that, having feen the days 

When nothing flourifh'd but fanatic bays, 

All 
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All will at length in this opinion reft, 

•* A fober prince's government is bed." 

This is not all ; your art the way has found 

To make th* improvement of the richeft ground. 

That foil which thofe immortal laurels bore. 

That once the facred Maro*8 temples wore, 

Eliza's griefs are fo exprefsM by you, 

They are too eloquent to have been true. 

Had ihe fo fpoke, ^neas had obeyM 

What Dido, rather than what Jove had faid. 

If funeral rites can give a ghoft repofe, 

Your Mufe fo juftly has difcharged thofe, 

Eliza's /hade may now its wandering ceafe. 

And claim a title to the fields of peace. 

But if ^neas be obligM, no lefs 

Your kindncfs great Achilles doth confefs ; 

Who, drefs'd by Statins in too bold a look. 

Did ill become thofe virgin robes he took* 

To underftand how much we owe to you. 

We muft your numbers, with your author's, view ; 

Then we /hall fee his work was lamely rough. 

Each figure ftifF, as if defign'd in buff: 

His colours laid fo thick on every place. 

As only fhew'd the paint, but hid the face. 

But as in perfpe6live we beauties fee. 

Which in the glafs, not in the pi6lure, be j 

So here our fight obligingly miftakes 

That wealth, which his your bounty only makes. 

Thus vulgar difhes are, by cooks difguis'd. 

More for their drclfing, than their fubftance priz'd. 

I 4 Your 
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Your curious notes fo fearch into that age. 

When all was fable but the facred page, 

Thaty iince in that dark night we needs muft ftray^ 

We arc at leaft mi fled in pleafant way. 

But, what we moft admire, your verfe bo left 

The prophet than the poet doth confefs. 

Ere our weak eyes difcernM the doubtful ftreak 

Of light, you faw great Charles his morning break. 

So /kiiful feamen ken the land from far, 

Which (hews like mifts to the dull paflenger. 

To Charles your Mufe firft pays her duteous love. 

As ftill the antients did begin from Jove. 

With Monk you end, whofe name preferv'd fhall be. 

As Rome recorded Rufus' memory, 

Who thought it greater honour to obey 

His country's intereft, than the world to fway. 

But to write worthy things of worthy men. 

Is the peculiar talent of your pen s 

Yet let me take your mantleup, and I 

Will venture in your right to prophefy. 

«' This work, by merit firft of fame fecure, 

*' Is likewife happy in its genitui-e : 

<* For, fince 'tis bom when Charles afcends the throne, 

*' It iliares at once his fortune and its own.** 
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EPISTLE THE SECOND. 

To my honoured friend Dr. Charleton, on 
his learned and ufeful works ; but more parti- 
cularly his Treatife of Stone-Henge, by him 
reftorcd to the true foundei^. 

'T* H E longed tyranny that ever fway*d, 

'■' Was that wherein our anceftors betrayed 
Their free-born reafon to the Stagirite, 
And nnade his torch their univerfal light. 
So tnithy while only one fupplyM the flate» 
Grew fcarce, and dear, and yet fophifticate. 
Still it was bought, like emp'^ric wares, or charms^ 
Hard words feaPd up with Ariftotle's arms. 
Columbus was the £rft that (hook his throne j 
And found a temperate in a torrid zone : 
The feverifli air fannM by a cooling breeze. 
The fruitful vales let round with ihady trees ; 
And eruiltlefs men, Vbo danc'd away their time, 
Freih as their grovA, and happy as their clime. 
Had we ftill paid that homage to a name, 
Which only God and nature juftly claim ; 
The wei^ern Teas had been our utmoft bound. 
Where poets ftill might dream the fun was drown'd; 
And all the ilars that fliine in fouthern ikies. 
Had been admirM by none but favage eyes. 

Among th^ alTerters of free reafon*8 claim. 
Our nation's not the leail in worth or fame. 
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The world to Bacon docs not only owe 

Its prefent knowledge, but its future too. 

Gilber fhall live, tIJl loadftones ceafe to draw. 

Or Britifli fleets the boundlefs ocean awe. 

And noble Boyle, not Icfs in nature feen. 

Than his great brother read in ftates and men. 

The circling dreams, once thought but pools, of blood 

(Whether life's fuel, or the body's food) 

From dark oblivion Harvey's name fhall fave j 

While Ent keeps all the honour that he gave. 

Nor are you, learned friend, the leaft renown'd ; 

Whofe fame, not circumfcrib'd with Englifli ground 

Flies like the nimble journies of the light 5 

And is, like that, unfpent too in its fiight. 

Whatever truths have been, by jtrt or chance. 

Redeemed from error, or from ignorance. 

Thin in their authors, like rich veins of ore. 

Your works unite, and ftill difcover more. 

Such is the healing virtue of your pen. 

To perfea cures on books, as well as men. 

Nor is this work the leaft : you well may give 

To men new vigour, who make fton^s to live. 

Through you, the Danes, their fhort dominion loft, 

A longer conqueft than the Saxons boaft. 

Stonehenge, once thought a temple, you have found 

A throne, where kings, ourearthly gods, were crown'd 5 

Where by their wondering fubjeas they were feen, 

Joy'd with their ftature, and their princely mien. 

Our fovereign here above the reft might ftand. 

And here be chofe again to rule the land. 

Thefe 
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Thcfe ruins IheltcrM once his facred head, 
'When he from Wor'fter's fatal battle fled j 
V^atch'd by the genius of this royal place, • 
And mighty vifions of the Danifli race. 
His refuge then was for a temple ftiown : 
But, he reftor'd, 'tis now become a throne. 



EPISTLE THE THIRD. 

To the Lady Castlemain, upon her 
erxouraglng his firft Play. 

A S feamen, fliipwreck'd on fome happy fliore, 
"^ ^ Difcover wealth in lands unknown before 5 
And, what their art had labour'd long in vain. 
By their misfortunes happily obtain : 
So my much-en vy'd Mufe, by florms long toft. 
Is thrown upon your hofpitable coaft. 
And finds more favour by her ill fuccefs,^ 
Than (he could hope for by her happinefs. 
Once Cato's virtue did the gods oppofe; 
While they the vi6lor, he the vanquifhM chofe : 
But you have done what Cato could not do, 
To choofe the van qui (hM, and reftorc him too. 
Let others ftill triumph, and gain their caufe 
By their dcferts, or by the world's applaufe 5 
Let merit crowns, and juftice laurels give. 
But let me happy by your pity live. 
True poets empty fame and praife defpife. 
Fame is the trumpet, but your fmile the prize. 

You 
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You fit above, and fee vain men below 

Contend for what you only can beftow : 

But thofe great a£tions others do by chance. 

Are, like your beauty, your, inheritance : 

So great a foul, fuch fweetnefs joined in one. 

Could only fpring from noble Grandifon. 

You, like the ftars, not by refle6lion bright, 

Are bom to your own heaven, and your own light $ 

Like them are good, but from a nobler caufe, 

Frbm your own knowledge, not from nature^s laws. 

Your power you never ufe, but for defence. 

To guard your own, or others* innocence : 

Your foes are fuch, as they, not you, have made. 

And virtue may repel, though not invade. 

Such courage did the antient heroes fhow. 

Who, when they might prevent, would wait the blow : 

With fuch affurance as they meant to fay. 

We will overcome, but fcom the fafeft way. 

What further fear of danger can there be ? 

Beauty, which captives all things, fets me free. 

Pofterity will judge by my fuccefs, 

I had the Grecian poet's happinefs. 

Who, waving plots, found out a better way ; ' 

Some God dcfcended)^ and prefervM the play. 

When firft the triumphs of your fcx were fung 

By thofe old poets, beauty was but young. 

And few admir'd the native red and white. 

Till poets drefs'd them up to charm the (ight 5 

So beauty took on truft, and did engage 

For fums of praifes till ihe came to age. 

5 But 
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But this long-growing debt to poetry 
You juftly, madam, have difchargM to roe. 
When your applaufe and favour did infufe 
New life to my condemned and dying Mufe. 

EPISTLE THE FOURTH. 
To Mr. L E Ej on his A L E X A N D £ R. 

'T* H E blaft of common cenfure could I fear, 
'■' Before your play my name fhould not appear 5 
For ''t will be thought, and with (bme colour too> 
I pay the bribe I firft receivM from you j 
That mutual vouchers for our fame we (land. 
And play the game into each other's hand $ 
And as cheap pen'orths to ourfelves afford. 
As Beffus and the brothers of the fword. 
Such libels private men may well endure. 
When ftates and kings themfelves are not fecure: 
For ill men, confcious of their inward guilt. 
Think the beft a^lions on by-ends are built. 
And yet my iilence had not *fcap'd their fpite j 
Then, envy had not fuffer'd me to write ; 
For, fince I could not ignorance pretend^ 
Such merit I muft envy or commend. 
So many candidates there (land for wit, 
A place at court is fcarce fo hard to get : 
In vain they crowd each other at the door 5 
For ev*n reverfions are all beggM before s 

Dcfert, 
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Dcfcrt, how known foc'cr, is long delay'd ; 

And then too fools and knaves are better pa3r''d. 

Yet, as fomc anions bear Co great a name. 

That courts themfelves are juft, for fear of ihame ; 

So has the mighty merit of your play 

Extorted praife, and forcM itfelf away. 

Tis here as 'tis at fea j who fartheft goes, 

Or dares the moft, makes all the reft his foes. 

Yet when fortie virtue much outgrows the reft. 

It (hoots too faft, and high, to be expreft j 

As his heroic worth ftruck envy dumb. 

Who took the Dutchman, and who cut the boom. 

Such praife is youi-s, while you the paffions move. 

That 'tis no longer feign'd, 'tis real love, 

"Where nature triumphs over wretched art ; 

We only warm the head, but you the heart. 

Always you warm ; and if the riling year. 

As in hot regions, brings the fun too near, 

'Tis but to naake your fragrant fpices blow. 

Which in our cooler climates will not grow. 

They only think you animate your theme 

With too much fire, who are themfelves all phlegm. 

Prizes would be for lags of lloweft pace. 

Were cripples made the judges of the race. 

Defpife thofe drones, who praife, while they accufe. 

The too much vigour of your youthful Mufe. 

That humble ftyle which they your virtue make^ 

Is in your power 5 you need but ftoop and take. 

Your beauteous images muft be allow'd 

By all, but fome vile poets of the crowd. 

5 But 
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But how (hould any fign-poft dawber know 
The worth of Titian or of Angelo ? 
Hard features every bungler can command i 
To draw true beauty, ihews a mafter^s hand* 

EPISTLE THE FIFTH. 

To the Earl of Roscommon, on his excellent 
Effay on Tranflated Verfe. 

T T THether the fruitful Nile, or Tyrian (hore, 
^ ^ The feeds of arts and infant fcience bore, 
■"Tis fure the notlc plant, tranflated firft. 
Advanced its head in Grecian gardens nurft. 
The Grecians added verfe : their tuneful tongue 
Made nature firil, and nature's God, their fong. 
Nor ftopt tranflation here ; for conquering Rome, 
With Grecian fpoils, brought Grecian numbers home j 
EnrichM by tliofe Athenian Mufts more. 
Than all the vanquiih'd world could yield before. 
Till barbarous nations, and more barbarous times, 
Debas'd the ma jedy of verfe to rhymes } 
Thofe rude at firft ; a kind of hobbling profe. 
That limpM along, and tinkled in the clofe. 
But Italy, reviving from the trance 
Of Vandal, Goth, and Monki/h ignorance, 
With paMfes, cadence, and well-vowel'd words. 
And all the graces a good ear affords. 
Made rhyme an art, and Dante's poli(h'd page 
Reftor'd a filver, not a golden age. 

Then 
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Then Petrarch followed, and in him we fee. 

What rhyme improvM in all its height can be : . 

At beft a pleaiing foundy and fair barbarity. 

The French purfued their fteps $ and Britain, laft^ 

In manly fweetnefs all the reft furpafsM. 

The wit of Greece, the gravity of Rome, 

Appear exalted in the Britiih loom t 

The Mufcs* empii-e is reftorM again y 

In Charleses reign, and by Rofcommon*8 pen. 

Yet modeftly he docs his work furvey. 

And calls a finifliM Poem an EfTay ; 

For all the needful rules are fcatter'd here ; 
Truth fmoothly told, and pleafantly fcvere ; 

So well is art difguis'd, for nature to appear. 

Nor need thofe rules to give tranllation light : 

His own example is a flame fo bright ; 

That he who but arrives to copy well, 

Unguided will advance^ unknowing will excel. 

Scarce his own Horace could fuch rules ordain. 

Or his own Virgil fmg a nobler ftrain. 

How much in him may rifrng Ireland boaft. 

How much in gaining him has Britain loft I 

Their ifland in revenge has ours reclaimed $ 

The more inftru6led we, the more we ftill are (ham^d. 

*Ti8 well for us his generous blood did flow 

DerivM from Bridfti channels long ago. 

That here his conquering anceftors were nurft j 

And Ireland but tranflated England firft : • 

By this reprifal we regain our right, 

Elfe muft the two contending nations light i 

A 
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A nobler quarrel for his native earth. 
Than what divideii Greece for Homer*s birth. 
To what perfeftion will our tongue arrive, 
How will invention and tranflation thrive, 
When authors nobly born wjll bear their part. 
And not difdain th^ inglorious praife of art ! 
Great generals thus, defcending from command. 
With their own toil provoke the foldiers^ hand. 
How will^weet Ovid*s ghoft be pleas'd to hear 
His fame augmented by an Englifh peer ; 
How he embellifhes his Helen's loves, 
Outdoes his foftnefs, and his fenfe improves ! 
When thefe trandate, and teach trahflators too, 
Nor firftling kid, nor any vulgar vow, 
Shooild at Apollo's grateful altar ftand : 
Rofcommon writes ; to that aufpicious hand, 
Mufe, feed the bull that fpums the yellow fand 
Rofcommon, whom both court and camps commend. 
True to his prince, and faithful to his friend j 
Rofcommon firft in fields of honour known, 
Firft in the peaceful triumphs of the gown ; 
Who both Minervas juftly makes his own. 
Now let the few belov'd by Jove, and they 
Whom infu8*d Titan form'd of better clay. 
On equal terms with ancient wit engage. 
Nor mighty Homer fear, nor facred Virgil's page : 
Our Englifh palace opens wide in ftate ; 
And without (looping they may pafs the gate. 

Vol. II. K E P I S- 
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EPISTLE THB SIXTH. 

To theDatphefs of York;, on her Return froai 
Scotland in the Year 1682. 

"ITT It EN faftious rage to cruel exile drove 
^ ^ The queen of beauty> and the court of love. 
The Mufes droop'd, with their forfaken arts, 
And the fad Cupids broke their ufelefs darts ! 
Our fruitful plains to wilds and defarts tumM, 
Like Eden^s face, when baniihM man it mourn'd. 
Love was no more, when loyalty was gone» 
The great fupporter of his awful throne. 
Tfive could no longer after beauty ftay, 
Bwt wander'd northward to the verg? of day. 
As if the fun and he had loll their way. 
But now ^' illuftrious nymph, returned agaiti, , 
Brings every grace triumphant in her train. 
Xhe wondering Nereids, though they raisM no ftorn^ 
Foi*eflowM her paflage, to behold her foi'ra.: 
S^me cryM, a Venus ; fome, a Thetis pail i 
But this was not fo fair, npr that fo chafte* 
Far from her fight flew Fa6lion, Strife, and Prid»; 
And Envy did but look on her, and dy^4« 
Whatever we fuiFer'di fcom our fuUen fate» 
Her fight is purchasM at an eai^ rate. 
Three gloomy years again ft this day wera fet; 
But this one mighty fum has cleared the debt t 
Like Jofeph's dream, but with a better doorn^ 
The famine paft, the plenty dill ta come. 

For 
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For her the weeping heavehs become ferene ; 
For her the ground is clad in cheerful green i 
For her the nightingales are taught to fiiig. 
And Nature has for her delayM the fpring. 
The Mufe refumcs her long-fcJrgdtteh lays, 
And Love rcftor'd hift ancient realm furVeys, 
Recals our beaufies, and revives our plays ; 
His wade dominions peoples once again, 
And from her prefenci dates his fec6nd reigft. 
But awful charms on her fair forehead fit> 
Difpeniing what Ihe never will admit : / 
Pleafing, yet cold, like Cynthia's filver beam. 
The people's wonder, and the poet's theme. 
DiftemperM Zeal, Sedition, cankerM Hate, 
No more (hall ve^ the chufch, and tedr the ffate : • 
No more (hall Faftion civil dtfcords move. 
Or only difcords of too tender love : 
Difcord, like that of mufic's various parts ; 
Difcord, that makes the harmony of hearts j 
Difcord, that only this difpute fhall bring, 
Who beft fliall love the duke, and ferve the king. 

EPISTLE THE SEVENTH. 

A Leti'er to Sif George SrnBHs^ot, 

'Tp O you who live in chill degree, 
'■' As map infornls, of fifty-three, 
And do not much fdr colcf atone, 
By bringing thither fifty-one. 

K X Metbinks 
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Methinks all climes ihould be alike. 

From tropic cv'n to pole artique j 

Since you have fuch a conftitution 

As no where fufFers diminution. 

You can be old in grave debate. 

And young in love-afFairs of ftate ; 

And both to wives and hufbands (how 

The vigour of a plenipo. 

Like mighty miflioner you come 

"Ad Partes Infidclium/'^ 

A work of wondrous merit fure. 

So far to go, £o much t' endure ; 

And all to preach to German dame. 

Where found of Cupid never came. , 

Lefs had you done, had you been fent 

As far as Drake or Pinto went. 

For cloves or nutmegs to the line-a. 

Or ev^n for oranges to China. 

That had indeed been charity ; 

Where love-fick ladies helplefs lie, 

Chapt, and for want of liquor dry. 

But you have made your zeal appear 

Within the circle of the Bear. 

What region of the earth 's fo dull. 

That is not of your labours full ? 

Triptolemus (fo fung the Nine) 

StrewM plenty from his cart divine. 

But, fpite of all thefe fable-makers. 

He never fowM on Almain acres : 



I 
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No, that was left by fate's decree. 

To be performM and fung by thee. 

Thou break'ft through forms with as much eafe 

As the French king through articles. 

In grand affairs thy days are fpent. 

In waging weighty compliment, 

With fuch as monarchs reprefent. 

They, whom fuch vaft fatigues attend. 

Want fome foft minutes to unbend. 

To ihew the world that now and then 

Great minifters are mortal men. 

Then Rhenilh rummers walk the round ; 

In bumpers every king is crownM ; 

Beiides three holy miti*ed Heftors, 

And the whole college of Ele6lors. 

No health of potentate is funk, 

That pays to make his envoy drunk. 

Thefe Dutch delights, I mentioned laft. 

Suit not, I know, yom* Engliftl tafte : 

For wine to leave a whore or play 

Was ne'er your excellency's way. 

Nor need jhis title give offence. 

For here you were your excellence. 

For gaming, writing, fpeafcing, keeping, 

His excellence for all but fleeping. 

Now if you tope in form, and treat, 

'Tis the four fauce to the fweet meat, 

The fine you pay for being great. 

Nay, here 's a harder impofition. 

Which is indeed the court's petition, 

K 3 That, 
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That, fetting worldly pomp afidf » 

Which poet has at font dcny'd. 

You wo^y be p)teas,'4 in humble way 

To write a trifle calPd a Play. 

This truly is a degradajtion, 1 

.Byt would oblige the crown and nation f 

I^xt to your wife negotiation. 3 

If you pretend, as well you may, ^ 

Your high degree, your friends will iay, V 

The duke St. Aig^on made a play. V 

If Gallic wit convince you li^arce. 

His grace of Bujcks ha^ mad? a farce. 

And you, whofe comic wit is terfe all. 

Can hardly fall below Rehearfal. 

Then finifli what you have began j 

But fcribble fafter if you can : 

For yet no George, to our difcerning. 

Has writ without a ten years, warning. 

EPISTLE THE EIGHTH. 

To Mr. SouTHERNE, on his Comedy call'd. 
The Wives ExqusE.. 

Q URE there 's a fate in plays, and 'tis in vain 
*^ To write, while thefe malignant planets reign. 
Some very foolifli influence rules the pit, 
Not always kind to fenfe, or juft to wit : 
And whilft it lafts, let bufi:bonry fucceed. 
To make us laugh j for never was more need. 

Farce, 
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Farce, in itfelf, is of a nafty fcent 5 
But the gain fmells not of the excrement. 
The Spanifli nymph, a wit and beauty too, 
AVith all her charms, bore but a fingle ihowi 
But let a monfter Mufcovite appear. 
He draws a crowded atfdience round the year. 
May be thou haft not pleasM the box and pit $ 
Yet thofe who blame thy tale applaud thy wit t 
So Terence plotted, but fo Terence writ. 
Like his thy thoughts are true, thy language clean } 
Ev*n lewdn^fs is made moral in thy fcene. 
The hearers may for want of Nokes repine ; 
But reft fecure, the readers will be thine. 
Nor was thy labourM drama damn'd or hifs'd, 
But with a kind civility difmifsM ; 
With fuch good manners, a^ the Wife did ufe. 
Who, not accepting^ did but juft refufe. 
There was a glance at parting ; fuch a look. 
As bids thee not give o*er, for one rebuke. 
But if thou wonkift be feen, as well as read. 
Copy one living author, and one dead : 
The ftandard of thy ftyle let Etherege be ; 
For wit, th* immortal fpring of Wycherley : 
Learn, after both, to draw (bme juft defign. 
And the next age will learn to copy thme. 
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EPISTLE TH E NINTH. 

To Henry' Hi g den, Efq; on his Tranflation of 
the Tenth Satire of Juvenal. 



:] 



'T^ HE Grecian wits, who Satire firft began, 
"■■ Were pleafant Pafquins on the life of man ; 
At mighty villains, who the ftate oppreft, 
They durft not rail, perhaps ; they lafhM, at leaft^ 
And turnM them out of office with a jeft. 
No fool could peep abroad, but ready ftand 
The drolls to clap a bauble in his hand. 
Wife legidators never yet could draw 
A fop within the reach of common law ; 
For pofture, drefs, griir.ace, and affe6tation, 
Though foes to fenfe, are harmlefs to the nation. 
Our laft redrefs is dint of verfe to try, 
And Satire is our Court of Chancery. 
This way t6ok Horace to reform an age, 
Not bad enough to need an author* s rage. 
But yours, who livM in more degenerate times. 
Was forced to fatten deep, and worry crimes. 
Yet you, ray friend, have temper'd him fo well. 
You make him fmile in fpite of all his zeal : 
An art peculiar to yourfelf alone, 
To join the virtues of two ftyles in one. 

Oh ! were your author's principle received, 
Half of the labouring world would be relieved t 
For not to wiih is not to be deceivM. 

Revenge 
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Revenge would' into chanty be changed, 

Becaufe it cofts too dear to be revengM : 

It cofta our quiet and content of mind, 

And when Ws compafs'd leaves a fting behind. 

Suppofe I had the better end o' th' ftafF, 

Why fhould I help th' ill-natur'd world to laugh ? 

'Tis all alike to them, who get the day $ 

They love the fpite and mifchief of the fray. 

No J I have curM myfelf of that difeafe j 

Nor will I be provokM, but when I pleafe : 

But let me half that cure to you reftore ; 

You give the falve, I laid it to the fore. 

Our kind relief againft a rainy day. 
Beyond a tavern, or a tedious piay, 
We take your book, and laugh our fpleen away, 
If all your tribe, too ftudious of debate, 
Would ceafe falfe hopes and titles to create, 
Led by the rare example you begun. 
Clients would fail, and lawyers be undone. 

EPISTLE THE TENTH. 

To my dear Friend Mr Cong re ve, on his 
Comedy calPd, The Double Dealer. 

XT r ELL tlvBn> the promis'd hour is come at laft. 

The prefent age of wit obfcures the paft : 
Strong were our fires, and as they fought they writ, 
Conquering with force of arms, and dint of wit : 
Theirs was the giant race, before the flood ; 
And thus, when Charles returned, our empire flood. 

Like 
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Like Janus he the ftuhborn foil manvlr'dy 

With rules of huibandry the ranknefs cur'd ; 

Tam'd us to manners, when the ftage was rude } 

And hoifterous Englifh wit with art indued. 

Our age was cultivated thus at kngth ) 

But what we gainM in ikill we loft in ftrength. 

Our builders were with want of genius curft $ 

The fecond temple was not like the iirft : 

Till you, the heft Vitruvius, come at length | 

Our beauties equal, but excel our ftrength ; 

Firm Doric pillars found your folid bafe $ 

The fair .Corinthian crowns the higher fpace : 

Thus all below is ftrengrh, and all above is gractf. 

In eafy dialogue is Fletcher's praife ; 

He movM the mind, but had not power to raife. 

Great Jonfon did by ftrength of judgment plea(e ; 

Yet, doubling Fktcherjs force, he wants his eafe. 

In differing talents both adorned their age ; 

One for the ftudy, f other for tht ftage. 

But both to Congreve juftly ihall fubmit. 

One matched in judgment, both o^ermatcK*d in wit, 

In him all beauties of this age we fee, 

Ethercge's courtlhip, Southern's purity, 

The fatire, wit, and ftrength, of manly Wychcrley. 

All this in blooming youth you have atchiev'd ; 

Nor* ai^e your foiPd contemporaries griev'd. 

So much the fweetaefs of your manners move^ 

We cannot envy you, becaufe we love. 

Fabius might joy in Scipio, when he faw 

A beardlefs conlul made again ft the law, 

And 
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And join his fufFerage to the votes of Rome } 
Though he with.Hannibal was overcome. 
Thus old Romano bowM to Raphael's fame. 
And fcholar to the youth he taught became. 

O that your brows my laurel had fuftainM I 
"Well had I beea depos'd» if you had reignM : 
The father had descended for tlie fon ; 
For only you are lineal to the throne. 
Xhus, when the ftate one Edward did depoie, 
A greater Edwafd in his room arofe. 
But now, not I, but poetry is curs'd ; 
For Tom the^ fecond reigna like Tom the: firfl?. 
But let them not miilake my patron's part, 
Nor cajl his chariH' their owa de&rt. 
Yet this I prophefy } thou flialt be feen, 
(Though with fome fhort parenthefis between) 
High on the throne of wit, and, feated tliere. 
Not mine, that's little, but thy laurel wear. 
Thy firft attempt an early promife made ; 
That early promife this has more than paid. 
So bold, yet (b judicioufly you dare. 
That your leaft praife is to be regular. 
Time, place, and action, may with pains be wrought j 
But genius muft be born, and never can be taught, 
l^his is your portion ; this your native (lore ; 
Heaven, that but once was prodigal before. 
To Shakefpeare gave as much 5 ihe could not give 
him more. 

Maintain your poft : That 's all the fame you need.; 
For 'tis impofliblc you fliould proceed. 

Already 
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Already I am worn with cares and age, 
And juft abandoning th* ungrateful ftage : 
Unprofitably kept at heaven^s expence, 
I live a rent-charge on his providence : 
But you, whom every Mufe and Grace adom» 
Whom I forefee to better fortune bom. 
Be kind to my remains ; and O defend, 
Againft your judgment, your departed friend i 
Let not th* infulting foe my fame purfue. 
But ihade thofe laurels which defcend to you t 
And take for tribute what thefe lines exprefs : 
You merit more ; nor could my love do lefs. 

EPISTLE THE ELEVENTH. 

To Mr. Granville, on his excellent Tragedy 
called. Heroic Love. 

A Ufpicious poet, were thou not my friend, 
'^^ How could I envy, what I muft commend ! 
But fince *tis nature''s law in love and wit. 
That youth (liould reign, and withering age fubmit, 
With lefs regret thofe laurels I reHgn, 
Which, dying on my brows, revive on thine. 
With better grace an ancient chief may yield 
The long-contended honours of the field. 
Than venture all his fortune at a caft. 
And fight, like Hannibal, to lofe at laft. 
Young princes, obftinate to win the prize. 
Though yearly beaten, yearly yet they rife : 

Old 
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Old monarchs, though fuccefsful, ftill in doubt. 
Catch at a peace, and wifely turn devout. 
Thine be the laurel then ; thy blooming age 
Can befty if any can, fupport the fbtge ; 
Which fo declines, that fhoitly we may fee 
Players and plays reducM to fecond infancy. 
Sharp to the world, but thoughtlefs of renown. 
They plot not on the ftage, but on the town. 
And, in defpair their empty pit to fill. 
Set up fome foreign monfler in a bill. 
Thus they jog on, ftill tricking, never thriving. 
And murdering plays, which they mifcall reviving. 
Our fenfe is nonfenfe, through their pipes conveyM | 
Scarce can a poet know the play he made ; 
'Tis Co difguis'd in death ; nor thinks 'tis he 
That fufFers in the mangled tragedy, 
Thus Itys firft was kilPd, and after drcfs'd 
For his own fire, the chief invited guefl. 
I fay not this of thy fuccefsful fcenes. 
Where thine was all the glory, theirs the gains. 
With length of time, much judgment, and more toil» 
Not ill they aSed, what they could not fpoil. 
Their fetting-fun fUU fhoots a glimmering my. 
Like ancient Rome, majeflic in decay : 
And better gleanings their worn foil can boafl. 
Than the crab-vintage of the neighbouring coafl. 
This difference yet the judging world will feej 
Thou copied Homer, and they copy thee. 
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EPISTLE THE TWELFTH. 

To my Friend Mr. Motteux, on his Tragedy 
called^ Beauty in Distress. 

J'T* I S hard, my friend, to write in fuch an age, 

•*' As damns, not only poets, but the ftage. 
That facred art, by heaven itfclf infus'd. 
Which Moles, David, Solomon, have us'd. 
Is now to be no more : the Mufes' foes 
Would fink their Maker's praifes into profc. 
Were they content to prune the laviih vine 
Of ftraggling branches, and improve the wine. 
Who, but a madman, would his thoughts defend ? 
All would fubmit ; for all but f#ols will mend. 
But when to common fenfe they give the lye. 
And turn diftorted words to blalphemy. 
They give the fcandal j and the wife difcern. 
Their gloffes teach an age, too apt to learn. 
What I have loofely or prophanely writ. 
Let them to fires, their due defert, commit : 
Nor, when accus'd by me, let them complain : 
Their faults, ^nd not their fun^ion, I arraign. 
Rebellion, worfe than witchcraft, they purfued ; 
The pulpit preachM l;he cringe, the people rued. 
The ftage was filencM 5 for the faints would fee 
In fields perform 'd their plotted tragedy. 
But let us firft reform, and then fo live. 
That we may teach our teachers to forgive : 

5 Our 
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Our (felk be placM below their lofty chairs ; 

Ours be the pra6lice> as the precept theirs. 

The moral part, at leaft, we may divide, 

Humility reward, and puniih pride j 

Ambition, intereft, avarice, accu(e : 

Thefe are the province of a Tragic Mufe. 

Thefe haft tJioa chofen ; and the public voice 

Has equaled thy performance with thy choice. 

Time, aAion, place, are fo prefervM by thee 

That ev'n Corneille might w5th envy fee 

Th' alliance of his^ Tripled Unity. 

Thy incidents, perhaps, too thick are fown| 

But too much plenty is thy fault alone. 

At k^ but two can that good crime commity 

Thou in defign, and Wycherley in wit. 

Let thy own Gauls condemn thee, if they darcf 

Contented to be thinly regular : 

Bom there, but not for them, our fi-uitful foH 

With more increafe rewards thy happy toil. 

Their tongue, enfeebled, is refin*d too much ^ 

And, like pure gold, it bends at every touch : 

Our fhirdy Teuton yet will art obey. 

More fit for manly thought, and ftcengthenM with alTay.. 

But whence art thou infpir'd, and thou alone. 

To flourifli in an idiom not thy own- ? 

It moves our wonder, that a foreign gueft 

Should over-match the moft, and match the beft. 

In under-praifmg thy deferts,. I wrong ; 

Here find the firft deficlence of oitr tongue ; 

Wordff^ 
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Words, once my ftock, are wanting, to commend 
So great a poet, and To good a friend. 

EPISTLE THE THIRTEENTH. 

To my honoured Kinfman, John Dry den, of 
Chefterton, in the County of Huntingdon, Efq. 

TT OW blefs'd is he, who leads a country life, 
•^ -*• UnvexM with anxious cares, and void of ftrife I 
Who, ftudying peace, and iliunning civil rage, 
Enjoy'd his youth, and now enjoys his age : 
AU who deferve his love, he makes his own ; 
And, to be lov'd himfelf, needs only to be known^ 

Juft, good, and wife, contending neighbours come. 
From your award to wait their final doom ; 
And, foes before, return in friendfliip home. 
Without their coft, you terminate the caufe ; 
And fave th* expence of long litigious laws : - 
Where fuits are traversed ; and fo little won* 
That he who conquers, is but laft undone : 
Such ore not your decrees j but fo defignM, 
The fan6^ion leaves a lafting peace behind $ 
Like your own foul, ferene ; a pattern of your mind. 

Promoting concord, and compofing ftrife ; 
Lord of yourfelf, uncumber'd with a wife 5 
Where, for a year, a month, perhaps a night. 
Long penitence fucceeds a fhort delight : 
Minds are fo hardly matched, that ev'n the firft. 
Though pair'd by Heaven, in Paradife were curs''d. 

For 
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For man anc^ woman, though in one they grow^ 

Yet, firft or laft, return again to two. 

He to God^s i oiage, ihe to his was made $ 

So, farther fro.m the fount the ftream at randcyn ftiay'd* 

How could Lie ftand, when, put to double pain^ 
He mull a weai:er than himfelf iuftain ! 
Each niight hav e ilood perhaps j but each alone i 
Two wneftlers Itelp to pull each other down. 

Not that my verfe would blemiih all the fair ; 
But yet, if fome be bad, ^tis wifdom to beware ; 
And better (hun the bait, than ftn\ggle in the fnare. 
Thus have you {hufm'd, and fiiun the marryM ftatej 
T fuftin g as littjle as you can to fate. 

No porter guards the pafTage of your door, 
T* admit the wealthy, and exclude the poor ; 
For God, who gave the riches, gave the iieart. 
To fanftify the whole^ by giving partj^' 
Heaven, who f'orefaw the will, the means has wrougJatt^ 
And to the fecond fon a blelfii^ brought ; 
The firft-begotten had his father's fhare ; 
But you, like Jacob, are Rebecca's 'heir. 

Sd may your ftores and fruitful ilelds iacreaiei 
And ever be you hJeis'd, who live to blefs. 
As Ceres fow'dj where-e'er her chariot £ew ; 
As heaven in deferts rain'd the bread of dew | 
So free to many, to relations moft. 
You feed with manna your pwn lirael hofl. 

With crowds attended of your ancient race. 
You feek the champion fports, or fylvaa chacet 

VPL. II, L With 
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With well-breath'd beagles you furround the woo^> 
Ev'n then, indufbious of the common good : 
And often have you brought the wily fox 
To fuffer for the firfllings of the flocks ; 
ChasM ev'n amid the folds ; and made to bleecf, 
Like felons, where they did the murderous deed. 
Phis fiery gaitie your a6live youth maintainM ; 
Not yet by years extinguifti'd, though reftrain'd ? 
You feafon ftill with fportsyour ferious hours z 
For age but taftes of pleafures, youth devours. 
The hare in paftures or in plains is found, 
Emblem of human life, who ruiis the round ; 
And, after all his wandering ways are done, ^ 

His circle fills, and ends where he begun, % 

Juft as the fetting meets the rifing fun. j 

Thus princes eafe their cares ; but happier he. 
Who feeks not pleafure through neceflity. 
Than fuch as once on flippeiy thrones were plac'd ; 
And, chafing, figh to think themfelves are chasM. 

So liv'd our fires, ere doftors learn'd to kill. 
And raultiply'd with theirs the weekly bill. 
The firft phyficians by debauch were made : 
Excefs began, and floth fuftains the trade : 
Pity the generous kind their cares beftow 
To fearch forbidden truths ; (a fin to know :) 
To which if human fcience coiild attain. 
The doom of death, pronouncM by God, were vain. 
In vain tile leech would interpofe delay; 
Fate fafttns firft, and vindicates the prey. 

5 What 
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What help from art's endeavours can we have ? 

Gibbons but guefTes, nor is fure to fave : 

But Maurus fweeps whole parifhcs, and peoples eveiy 

grave; 

And no more mercy to mankind will ufe> 
Than when he robbM and murder'd Maro's Mufe. 
Wouldft thou be foon difpatchM, and pcrifli whole, 
Truft Maurus with thy life, and Milbourn with thy 
foul. 

By chace our long-liv'd fathers earnM their food $ 
Toil ftrung the nerves, and purify'd the blood ; 
But we their fons, a pampered race of men. 
Are dwindled down to threefcore years and ten. 
Better to hunt in fields, for health unbought. 
Than fee the doftor for a naufeous draught. 
The wife, for cure, on exercife depend j 
God never made his work, for man to mend^ 

The tree of knowledge, once in Eden placM^ 
Was eafy found, but was forbid the tafte : 
O, had our grandfire walk'd without his wife. 
He firft had fought the better plant of life ! 
Now both arc loft : yet, wandering in the dark, 
Phyiicians, for the tree, have found the bark : 
They, labouring for relief of human kind. 
With, iharpenM fight fome remedies may find i 
Th' apothecary-train is wholly blind. 
From files a random recipe they take, 
. And many deaths of one prefcription make* 
Garth, generous as his Mufe, prefcribes and gives ; 
The ihopman fells $ and by deftru^ion lives : 

L a Ungrateful 
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Ungratdftil tribe ! who, like ihe viper's broody 
From medicine iflbing, fuck their mother's blood £ 
Let tbefe obey 5 and let the leapn'd prefcribc ; 
That men may die, without a double bribe : 
Let them, but under their fupertdrs, kill ; 
When ddSlors £rft have iign'd the bloody bill : 
He^fcapes the beft, who, satnre to repair, 
2)raws phyfic from the felds, in draughts of vital air« 

You hoard not health, for your own private tife j 
But on the public fpoid the rich produce. 
When, cften urg'd, trnwHIing to be great, 
Your country calls yoa from your iovM retreat. 
And fends to fenates, diarg'd with coimnoa oare. 
Which none more fliuns ; and none can better bears 
Where could they find another ^nrm^d fo fit. 
To poife, with folid fenfe, a ipng^tly wit 1 
Were thefe botlh wanting, aa«hey both abound. 
Where fCoiiid fo fiim integrity be found ? 
Well bom, and wealthy, wanting no fuppoPty 
You fteer be^vixt che countiy and the court « 
Nor gratify whatever the great defire, 
Nor gitidgtng give, what public needs require. 
Part muft he left, a ftfnd when foes invade i 
And part employed to roll the watttry trade c 
Ev'n Canaan's happy land, v^eu wpm with ttml, 
RequirM a fabbath-year to mmd the iBe$gt« lbii« 

Good fenators i(and fuch as you) (b giva. 
That kings may be fupply'd, tbe peo^ thrive. 
And lie, wiien want requires, is truly wife, 
Who flights not foniga aids, nor over-buys^ 
But on our native firengtbi iu time of aeed^ reliea. 

Munfter 
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Munfter was bought^ we boaft not the fuccefs; 
Who fights for gaio, for greater makes tus peace. 

Our foes» compeird by Aeed, hiave peace embraced : 
The peace both parties want, is like to laft ; 
AVhich if fccure> fecurely we may trade j 
Or, not fecure,. fhoald never have been made. 
Safe in ourfelves, while on ourfelves we ftand. 
The fea is ours, and that defends the land. 
Be, then, the naval ftores the nation's care. 
New fhips to build, and batterM to repair. 

Obferve the war, in every annual courfe ; 
What has been done, was done with Britifh force : 
Namur fubdued, is England's palm alone ; 
The reft befiegM ; but we conftrainM the town : 
We faw th' event that followed our fuccefs ; 
France, tliough pretending arms, purfugd the peace j 
ObligM, by one foie treaty, to reftore 
What twenty years of war had won before. 
Enough for Europe has our Albion fought : 
Let us enjoy the peace our blood has bought. 
Whei) once the Perlian king was put to flighty 
The weary Macedons refused to fight : 
Themfelves their own mortality confefsM } 
And left the foa of Jove, to quarrel for the reft. 

Ev'n vifkors are by vidories undone 5 
Thus Hannibal, with foreign laurels won, 7 
To Carthage was recalPd, too late to keep his own 
While fore of battle, while our wounds are green. 
Why (hould we tempt the doubtful dye again i 
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In wars renewed, uncertain of fuccefs ; 
Sure of a fhare, as umpires of the peace. 

'A patriot both the king and country ferves ; 
Prerogative,* and privilege, preferves : 
Of each our laws the certain limit (how ; 
One muft hot ebb, nor t' other overflow ; 
Betwixt the prince and parliament we ftand ; 
The barriers of the ftate on either hand : 
May neither overflow, for then they drown the land. 
When both are fall, they feed our blefs'd abode j 
Like thofe that waterM once the paradife of God. 

Some overpoife of fway, by turns, they (hare 5 
In peace the people, and the prince in war : 
Confuls of moderate power in calms were made ; 
When the Gauls came, one fole diftator fway'd. 

Patriots, in peace, aflert the people's right 5 
With noble ftubbornnefs reflfting might : 
No lawlefs mandates from the court receive. 
Nor lend by force, but in a body give. 
Such was your generaus grandfire 5 free to grant 
In parliaments, that weighed their princess want 1 
But fo tenacious of the common caufe, 
As not to lend the king againft his laws. 
And in- a loathfome dungeon doom'd to lie. 
In bonds retained his birthright liberty. 
And (ham'd oppreiTion, till it fet him free. 

O true defcendant of a patriot line, 
,y^ho, while thou fhar'ft their luftre, lend*ft them thinCj 
Vouchfafe this pi^ure of thy foul to fee ] 
*Tis fo far good, as it refombles thee , 

The 
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The beauties to th' original I owe 5 
Which when I mifs, my own defefls I fliow : 
Nor think the kindred Mufes thy difgrace : 
A poet is not born in every race. 
Two of a houfe few ages can afford ; 
One to perform, another to record. 
Praife-wortby aftions are by thee embracM 5 
And 'tis my praifc, to make thy praifes laft. 
For ev'n when death diffolves our human frame, 
The foul returns to heaven from whence it came ; 
Earth keeps the body, verfe preferves the fame. 

EPISTLE THE FOURTEENTH. 
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To Sir Godfrey Kneller, principal Painter 
to his Majefly. 

|NCE I beheld the faireft of her kind. 
And ftill the fweet idea charms my mind : 
True, flie was dumb ; for nature gazM fo long, 
I^leas'd with her work, that (he forgot her tongue ; 
But, fmiling, faid, She ftill (hall gain the prize } 
I only have transferr'd it to her eyes. 
Such are thy pifturcs, Kneller : fuch thy (kill, 
That nature fcems obedient to thy will ; 
Comes out, and meets thy pencil in the draught j 
Lives there, and wants but words to fpeak herj 
At leaft thy pictures look a voice ; and we 
Imagine founds, deceiv'd to that degree, 
We think *tls fomewhat more than juft to fee. 

L 4 Shadows 
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Shadows are but privatione of the light ;. 
Yet, when we walk, they Ihoot before the fight j 
With us approach^ retire, arife, and fall j 
Nothing themfelvcs, and yet exprefling all. 
Such are thy pieces, imitating life 
So near, they almoft conquer in the ftrife ; 
And from their animated canvafs came. 
Demanding fouls, and loofenM from the frame^ 

Prometheus, were he here, would caft away 
His Adam, and refufc a foul to clay ; 
And either would thy noble work infpire, 
Or think it warm enough without his fire. 

But vulgar hands may vulgar likenefs raife j 
This is the leaft attendant on thy praife ; 
From hence the rudiments of art began ; 
A coal, or chalk, firft imitated man : 
Perhaps the ihadow, taken on a wall. 
Gave outlines to the rude original j 
Ere canvafs^ yet was ftrain'd, before the grace 
Of blended colours found their ufe and place. 
Or cyprefs tablets firft receivM a face. 

By flow degi^ees the godlike art advanced ; 
As mah giisw polifh'd, pi6lure was inhancM : 
Greece added pofture, fhadc, and perfpeftive j 
And then the mimic piece began to live. 
Yet perfpeftive was lame, no diitance true. 
But all came forward in one common view : 
No-point of light was known, no bounds of art j 
When light was there, it knew not to depart,. 
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But glaring on remoter objefls playM i 
Not languiHiMy and infenfibly decayed. 

R^me raised not art> but barely kept alive^ 
And with old Greece unequally did ftrive : 
Till Goths and Vandals, a rude northern race. 
Did all the matchlefs monuments deface, 
Thei» all the Mufes in one ruin lie. 
And rhyme began t' enervate poetry. 
Thus, in a ftupid military ftate. 
The pen and pencil find an equal fate. 
Flat faces, fuch as would difgrace a ikreen. 
Such as in Bantam's embafTy were feen, 
UnraisM, unrounded, were the rude delight 
Of brutal nations, only born to fight. 

Long time the filler arts, in iron ileep, 
A heavy fabbath did fupinely keep : 
At length, in Raphael's age, at once they rife. 
Stretch all their limbs, a»d open all their eyes. 

Thence rofe the Roman, and the Lombard line s 
One colour'd befl:, and one did beft defign. 
Raphael's, like Homer's, was the nobler part. 
But Titian's painting look'd like Virgil's art. 

Thy genius gives thee b<3^h ; where true defign, 
Pofturea unforc'd, and lively colours join. 
Likeneis is ever there ; but ilill the beft, 
Like proper thoughts in lofty language dreft j 
Where light, to (hades defc ending, plays, not ftrives* 
Dies by degrees, and by degrees revives. 
Of various parts a perfeft wjiole is wrought i 
•Thy pifturcs think, and we divine their tliought.. 

Shake- 



Digitized by Google 



^^\ 



/ 



154, DRYDEN'S POEMS. 

Shakefpeare, thy gift, I place before my fight i 
With awe, I aik his blefling ere I write ; 
With reverence look on his majeftic face \ 
Proud to be lefs, but of his godlike race. 
His foul infpires me, while thy praife I write^ 
And I, like Teucer, under Ajax fight : 
Bids thee, through me, be bold ; with dauntlefs breaft 
Contemn the bad,- and emulate the beft. 
Like his, thy criticks in th* attempt are loft : 
When moft they rail, know then, they envy moft. 
In vain they fnarl aloof; a noify. croud. 
Like womens anger, impotent and loud. 
While they their barren induftry deplore, 
Pafs on fecure, and mind the goal before. 
Old as ihe is, my Mufe (hall march behind, 
Bear off the blaft, and intercept the wind. 
Our arts are (ifters, though not twins in birth i 
For hymns were fung in Eden's happy earth : 
But oh, the painter Mufe, though laft in place. 
Has feiz'd the blefling firft, like JacoVs race. 
Apelles' art an Alexander found ; 
And Raphael did with Leo*8 gold abound ; 
But Homer was with barren laurel crownM. 
Thou hadft thy Charles a while, and fo had I ; 
But pafs we that unpleafin/^ image by. 
Rich in thyfclf, and of thyfelf divine; 
All pilgrims come andioff*r at thy flirine. 
A graceful truth thy pencil can command 5 
The fair therafelvcs go mjnded from thy hand. 

Liken eft 
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Likenefs ap[*ear8 in every lineament} 
But likeneis in thy work is eloquent. 
Though jaature there her true refemblance bears^ 
A nobler beauty in thy piece appears. 
So warm ^y work, fo glows the generous frame, 
Flefh looks lefs living in the lovely dame. 
Thou painted as we defcribe, improving ftill, 
"When on wild nature we ingraft our ikiH 5 
But not creating beauties at our will. 

But poets are confinM in narrower fpace, 
To rpeak the language of their native place : 
The painter widely ftretches his command ; 
Thy pencil fpeaks the tongue of every land. 
From hence, my friend, all climates are your own. 
Nor can you forfeit, for you hold of none. 
All nations all immunities will give 
To make you theirs, where'er you pleafe to live; 
And not fcven cities, but thq world would ftrive. 

Sure fome propitious planet then did fmile, 
When firft you were conduced to this ifle : 
Our genius brought you here, t'inlarge our fame; 
For youn good ftars are every where the fame . 
Thy matchlcfs hand, of every region free, 
Adopts our climate, not our climate thee. 

Great Rome and Venice early did impart 
To thee th' examples of their wondrous art. 
Thofe mafters then, but fcen, not underftood. 
With generous emulation fir'd thy blood : 
For what in nature's dawn the child admir'd, 
The youth endcavour'd, and the man acquir'd. 

If 
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If yet thou haft not reached their high degree^ 
*Ti8 only wanting to this age,, not thee. 
Thy gemi»» bounded by the times^ like 
Drudges on petty draughts, nor dare dcfiga 
A more exalted work, and more divine. 
For what a fong, or ienfelefs opera. 
Is to the liting labour of a play ; 
Or what a play to Virgil's work would be» 
Such is a fingle piece to hi dory. 

But we, who life beftow, ourfelves muft live : 
Kings cannot reign, unlefs their fubje£ks give $ 
And they, who pay the taxes, bear the rule : 
Thus thou, fometimes, art forc'd to draw a fool : 
But (b his follies in thy pofture fink. 
The fenfelefs ideot feems at laft to think. 

Good heaven ! that fots and knaves (hould be fo vaio,. 
To wiih their vile refemblance may remain '. 
And ftand recorded, at their own requeft. 
To future days, a libel or a jeft \ 

£lfe /hould we fee your noble pencil trace 
Our unities of a^ion, time, and place : 
A whole composed of parts, and tbofe the beft» 
With every various chara^er expreft : 
Heroes at large, and at a nearer view ; 
Lefs, and at diftance, an ignobler crew. 
While all the figures in one action join, . 
As tending to complete the main defign. 

More cannot be by mortal ait expreft i 
But venerable age (hall add the reft. 

For 
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For Time (hall with his ready pencil ftand ; 
Ketouch your figures with his ripeoiag hand ; 
]MelIow your colours^ and imbrown the teint$ 
iVdd every grace, ¥rhich Tkne alone can graat ; 
Xo future ages (hall your fame convey, 
And give more beauties than lie lakes away. 

EPISTLE THE FIFTEENTH. 

A familiar Epiftle to Mr. Julian, Secretary of 
the Mufes. 

'T^ H O U common ihore of this poetic town^ 

'■" Where all the excrements of wk are thrown^ 
For fonnet, fetyr* bawdry, bhfi^my. 
Are emptied, aBd <ii(burden*d all in thee t 
The choleric wight imtrufltag all in rage 
Finds thee, and laya^tis load upon thy pages 
Thou Julian, or thou wife Vefpafian rather, 
Doft from this dung thy well-pickt ^neas gather. 
All mifchief *sithine» tranfcribingtlniu wilt ftoap. 
From lofty Middkfex to bwily ficroop. 
What tiines are die^ when in tbe heroes roon^ 
Bow-bending -Ctipid doth with foailads come. 
And little Aftoo offers to the bum f 
Can two £idi'p^;ii»e8 fuch a wei^ fuppoxt, 
Two fuch Tonif'Thumbs of ^ire in a court f ■ - 
Poor George gn)ws old, his Mufe warn out of faihioiis 
Hoarfely he fung Ephelia's lamentsttion. 
Lefs art thou helpM by Dryden's bed-rid age, 
That drone has loft his fting upon the ftage s 

5 Refolve 
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Refolve me, poor apoftate, this my doubt, 

AVhat hope haft thou to rub this winter out ? 

Know, and be thankful then, for Providence 

By me hath fent thee this intelligence. 

A knight there ts, if thou canft gain his grace. 

Known by the name of the Hard-favourM Face, 

For prowefs of the pen renownM is he. 

From Don Quixote defcended lineally 5 

And, though like him unfortunate he prove, 

•Undaunted in attempts of wit and love. 
Of his unfinifh'd face, what (hall I fay ? 
But that 'twas made of Adam's own red clay. 
That much, much ochre was on it beftow'd, 
God's image 'tis not, but fome Indian god : 
Our Chriftian earth can no refemblance bring 
But ware of Portugal for fuch a thing 5 
Such carbuncles his fiery face confefb, 
As no Hungarian water can redrew. 
A face which fliould he fee (but heaven was kind. 
And, to indulge his felf, Love m^ him blind.) 
He durft not ftir abroad for fear to meet 
Curfes of teeming women in the ftreet t 
The beft could happen from this hideous fight^ 
Is that they fhould mifcarry vrith the fright 
Heaven guard them from the likenefs of the knight ! 
Such is our charming Strephon^s outward man. 
His inward parts let thofe difclofe who can : 
One while he honoureth Birtha with his flame. 
And now he chants no leis Lovifa's name $ 



*ous fighty ^ 

fright— t 

I of the knight ! J 
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For v^hen bis pailion hath been bubbling Iong» 

The fcum at lafl: boils up into a fong ; 

And Aire no mortal creature at one time, 

"Was e'er fo far o'ergone with love and rhyme. 

To his dear felf of poetry he talks, 

His hands and feet are fcanning as he walks j 

His writhing looks his pangs of wit accufe. 

The airy fymptoms of a breeding Mufe, 

And all to gain the great Lovifa's grace. 

But never pen did pimp for fuch a face ; 

There ""s not a nymph in city, town, or court. 

But Strephon's billet*doux has been their fport* 

Still he loves on, yet ftill he ^s fure to mifs, 

As they who waih an ^thiop's face, or his* 

What fate unhappy Strephon docs attend ? 

Never to get a miftrefs, nor a friend. 

Strephon alike both wits and fools deteft, 

^Caufe he's like ^fop's batt, half bird, half beaft } 

For fools to poetry have no pretence. 

And common wit fuppofes common fenfe. 

Not quite fo low as fool, nor quite a -top. 

He hangs between them both, and is a fop. 

His morals like his wit are motley too. 

He keeps from arrant knave with much ado. 

B^t vanity and lying Co prevail. 

That one grain more of each would turn the fcale s 

He would be more a villain had he time. 

But he 's fo wholly taken up with rhyme, 

That he miftakes his talent ; all his care 

Is to be thought a poet fine and fair. 

Small- 
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Small -beer and gni«l are his meat and drinks 
The diet he prefcribes himielf to think ; 
Rhyme next his heart he takes at the mom pcep» 
Some love-qitiUes at the hour of deeps 
So betwixt elegy and ode we fee 
Strephon is in a eonrfe of poetry : 
This is the man ordain'd to do thee gDDd> 
The pelican to £ieed thee with his blood i 
Thy wit, thy poet, nay thy friend, for he 
Is fit to be a friend to none but thee. 
Make fure of him and of his Mufe betimes. 
For all his fludy is hung round with rhymes. 
Laugh at him, juftle him, yet ftill he writes. 
In rhyme he chaUenges, in rhyme he fights} 
Charged with the lajft, and bafeft infamy. 
His bufmefs is to think what rhymes to lye j 
Which found, in fury he retorts again, 
Strephon 's a very dragon at his pen j 
His brother murder'd, and his mother whor*d» 
His miftrcfs lofc and yet his pen "s his fword. 
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I. 

To the Memory of Mr. Oldham. 

TJ^ AREWELL, too little and too lately kiwwn, 

-*' Whom I began to think, and call my own : 

Fov fure our fouls were noar allied, and thine 

Caft in the fame poetic mould with mine. 

One common note on either lyre did ftrike, 

Andt knaves and fools we both adhorr'd alike. 

To the i^me goal did both our ftudies drive j 

The laft fet out, the ibohe(t did arrive. . 

Thus Nifus fell upon the flippery place, 

Whilft his young friend performed, and won the race, 

O early rFpe I to thy abundant ftore . , 

What could advancing age have added more? 

It might (what nature never gives the young) 

Have taught the fmoothnefs of thy native tongue* 

Butfatire needs not thofe, and wit will fhine 

Through the harfh cadence of a rugged line* 

A noble error, and but feldorn made, 

When poets are by too much force betiay'd. * 

Vol, II. M Thy 
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Thy generous fruits, though gatberM ere their prime, 
Still'fhew'd a quicknefs j and maturing Sme 
But mellows what we write, to the dull fweets 

rhyme. 

Once more, hail, and Farewel ; farewel, thou young. 
But ah too fboFt, Marcellus of.our-tongue ! 
Thy bfdws with ivy, and with laufels bt>und ; 
But fate and gloomy night encompafs thee around. 



n. 

To the. pious Memory of theaccompliflietl young 
Lady Mrs. Anne Killigrew, excellent in the 
two Sifter- Arts of Poesy and Painting. 

AN ODE. 

I. 

'Tp H O U youngeft virgin -daiightcr of the ikies^ 
'*' Made in the laft promotion of the blcft j 
Whofc palms, new-pluck*d from paradife^ 
In fpreading branches more fublimely rife. 
Rich with immortal. green above the reft s 
Whether, adopted to fomc neighbouring ftar. 
Thou roirft above us, in thy wandering race. 

Or, in proceflion fix'd and regular, 

Mov'd with the heaven majeftic pace j 

Or, caird to more fuperior blifs. 
Thou trcadft, with feraphims, the vaft abyfe t 
Whatever" happy region is thy placc> 
Ccafc thy ^elcftial fong a little Ipace j 

Thott 
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Thou wilt have time enough for hymns diYinCy 

Since heaven"* eternal year is thine. 
Hear then a mortal Muie thy praife rehearfe. 

In no ignoble vcrfe 5 
But fuch as thy own voice did praftife here. 
When thy firft fruits of Poefy were given j 
To make thyfelf a welcome inmate tliere i 
While yet a young probationer^ 
And canijidate of heaven, 
II. 
If \^y tradu6lion came thy mind. 
Our wonder is the lefs to find 
A foul Co charming from a ftock fo good $ 
Thy father was transfused into thy blood : 
So wert thou born into a tuneful llrain» 
An early, rich, and inexbaufted vein. 
But if thy pre-exifting foul 
Was form'd, at firft, with myriads more. 
It did through all the mighty poets roll. 

Who Greek or Latin laurels wore. 
And was that Sappho laft, which once it was before. 
If fo, then ceafe thy flight, O heaven-born mind 1 
Thou h^ft no drofs to purge from thy rich ore : 
Nor can thy foul a fairer manfion find, 
Than was the beauteous frame (he left behind : 
Return to fill or mend the choir of thy celeftial kind, 
III. 
May we prefuroe to fay, that, at thy birth, 
Kew joy was fprung in heaven, as well a* here on caA^ 
M 2 . F«r 
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For Aire the milder planets cKd combine 
On thy aufpfciotis horofcope Co flime, 
And ev^a the moft maliciotrs were m trine- 
Thy brother-angels at thy birth 

Strung each his lyre, and tnn^d it high» 
That ail the people of the iky 
Might know a poetefs was born on cafth» 

And then, if ever, mortal ears 
Had heard the mufic of the fphcres. 
And if no cluftering fwarm of bees 
On thy fweet mouth diftill'd their golden dew^ 
^Twas that fuch vulgar miracles 
Heaven had not leif«re to renew : 
For all thy bleft fraternity of love 
Solemnized there thy birth, and' kept thy holy-day abo^e.. 
IV. 
O gracious God ! how far have we 
Prophan'd thy heavenJy gift of pocfy ? 
Made proftitute and profligate the Mufe,. 
DebasM to each obfcene and impious ufe, 
Whofe harmony was firft ordaiu'd above 
For tongues of angels, and for hymns of lore ^ 
O wretched we ! why were we hurry 'd down 

This lubrique and, adulterate age, 
(Nay added fat pollutions of our own) 
T' increafe the ftreaming ordures of th& ftage •^ 
What can we fay t' excufe our fccond fall ? 
Let this thy vcftal, heaven, atone for all :; 
Jler AretUufian ftream remains unfcii'd,. 

... Unmixed' 
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XJnmixM with foreign filth, and undefil'd ; 

Her wit was more than man, her innocence a child. 

Art fhe had none, yet wanted none ; 

For nature did that want fUJ)ply i 

So rich in treasures of her own, 

She might our boafted ftores defy s 
Sjicb noble vigour did Iter verp; adorn. 
That it feemM borrow'd, where 'twas only bom* 
Her morals too were in her bofora bred. 

By great examples dally fed. 
What in the beft of books, her father's life, fhe read* 
And to be read hcrfelf fhe need not fear ; 
Each teft, and every li^t, her Mufe will bear. 
Though £pi5letus with his lamp were there. 
Ev'n love (for Love fometimes her Mufe exproft) 
Was but a lambent flame which play'd about her breaft ; 
Light as the vapours of a morning dream. 
So cold herf(|If, whilfl fhe fuck warmth expireilt 
*Twas Cupid bathing an Diana'« ^eam. 

VI. 
Bom to the fpacious empire <o£ the Nine, 
One would have thought, fhe ihould have been content 
lb manage well jbhat nughty government 3 
But what can young ambitious fouls confine ? 

To the next reahn (he AsetchM her fway. 

For Painture near adjoining lay, 
A plenteous province, and alluring prey. 

A Chambyer of Dt;pendencies was fjram'd* 

Mj • (As 
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(As conquerors will never want pretence, 
WJietv artivM, to juftify th' offence) 

And the whole fief, in right of Poetry, (lie claimed* 

The country open lay without defence t 

For Poets frequent inroacft there had made, 
And perfeflly could reprefent 
The ftiape, the face, with every lineament j 

And all the large domains which tbeDumb Sifter fway'd. 
All bdwVI beneath her goverament, 
ReceivM in triumph wherefoe'er fhe went. 

Her pencil drew, whate'er her foul defign'd, 

And oft the happy draught furpafs'd the image in her 
mind. 
The fy Wan foenes of hei>ds and flocks. 
And fruitfiii plains and barren rocks, 
Of fhallow brooks that flo'w'd fo clear, 
The bottdmdid the top appear $ 
Of deeper too and ampler Aoods, 
Which^ as in mirrors, Aiew'd the woods i 
Of lofty trees, with facred rtiadcs, 
And perrpe6lives of pleasant glades. 
Where nymphs of brighteft form appear, 
AmJUhaggy Satyrs (landing near. 
Which th«nj at once admire wnd fear. 
The ruins too of fome majeftic piece, 
Boafting thp pawer of ancient Rome or Greece, 
Whofe ftatues, freezes, columns, broken lie, 
And, though defacM, the wonder of the eye ; 
What nature, art, bold fiction, e'er durft frame, 
H<r forming hand gave iteature to the name. 

1 So 
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So firange a concourfe ne'er was fecn before. 
But when the peopled ark the whole creation bore. 

vir. 

The fcenc then changed,, with bold erefted look 
Our martial king the fight with reverence ftropk i 
For, not content t' exprefs his outward part,. 
Her hand call'd out the image of his heart : 
His warlike mind, his foul devoid of fear, 
His high-defigping thoughts were figur'd there,. 
As when, by magic, ghofts ^re made appear. 

Our phoenix queen, was pourtray'd too fo bright. 
Beauty alone could beauty take fo right : 
Her drefs, her fliape, her matchlefs grace, 
Were all obferv'd, as well as heavenly face. 
With fuch a peerlefs majcfty fhe ftands. 
As in that dky ihe took the crown from facred hands : 
Before a train of heroines was feen. 
In beauty foremoft, as in rank, the queen. 

Thus nothing to her genius was deny'd. 
But like a ball of fire the further thrown, 
Still with a greater blaze fhe fhone. 
And her bright foul broke out on every fide. 
What next ihe had defign'd, heaven only knows ; 
To fuch immoderate growth her conqueft rofe, 
That Fate alone its progreft could oppofe. 
VHf. 

Now all tfaofe charms, that blooming grace. 
The well-proportionM (hape, and beauteous face, 
Shall never more be feen by mortal eyes j 
In earth thf much-lamented virgin lies. 

M 4 Not 
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Not wit, nor piety, could fate prevent ; 
Nor was the cruel deftiny content 
To finifh all the murder at a blow, 
To fweep at once her life and beauty too ; 
But, like a hardened felon, took a pride 

To work more mifchievoufly flow. 
And plundered firft, and then dcftroy'd. 
O double facrilege on things divine. 
To rob the relick, and deface the fhrine ! 
But thus Orinda dyM : 
Heaven, by the fame difeafe, did both tranflate 5 
As equal were their fouls, fo equal was their fate. 
IX. 
Meantime her warlike brother on the feas 
His waving ftreamers to the winds difplays. 
And vows for his return, with vain devotion, pays. 
Ah, generous youth, that wHh forbear. 
The winds too foon will waft tliee here I 
Slack all thy fails, and fear to come, 
Alas, thou know^ft not, thou art wreckM at home ! 
No more flialt thou behold thy fitter's face. 
Thou Kaft already had her laft^embrace. 
But look aloft, and if thou ken'ft from far 
Among the Pleiads a new-kindled ftar. 
If any fparkles than the reft more bright 5 
'Tis ftie that fliines in that propitious light. 

X. 
When in mid-air the golden trump fliall found. 
To raift the nations under ground j 

1 When 
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AVhcn in the valley of Jehoftiaphat, 
The judging God (hall clofe the book of fate; 

And there the laft ailizes keep. 

For thofe who wake, and thofe who fleep s 

When rattling bones together fly, 

From tfce four corners of the Iky ; 
'When finews o^er the Skeletons are fpread, 
Thofe cloth'd with flcfli, and life infpires the deadj 
The facred poets firft fliall hear the found, 

And foremoil from the tomb (hall bound. 
For they are corcr'd with the lighteft ground j 
And ftraight, with in-born vigour, on the wing. 
Like moimting larks, to the pew morning iing. 
There thou, fweet Saint, before the quire ftiall go. 
As harbinger of heaven, the way to (how. 
The way which thou fo well hail learnt below. 

III. 

Upon the Death of the Earl of Dundee, 

Tranflated from the Latin of Dr. Pit cairn. 

/^ H laft and beft of Scots ! who didft maintain 
^^ Thy country's freedom from a foreign reign j 
New people fill the land, now thou art gone. 
New gods the temples, and new kings the throne. 
Scotland and thou did each in other live ; 
Nor would'ft thou her, nor could (he thee furvive. 
Farewell, who dying didft fiipport the ftate, 
And couldft not fall but with thy country's fate. 

E L E O- 
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IV. 
ELEONORA: A Panegyrical Poem, 

Dedicated to the Memory of 
The late Countess of Abincdo n. 



To the Right Uol>^^, the Earl of Ab i k cdo n , «cc. 

My Lord, 
'T^ HE commands whh which you honoured me 
-*• fdme months ago are now performed: they had 
been fooner ; but betwixt ill health, fome "bufinefs, ani 
many troubles, I was forced to defer them till .this 
time. Ovid, going to his banifliment,. and writing 
from on ihipboard to his friends, excufed the faults of 
his poctiy by his misfortunes ; and told them^ that 
good verfes never flow but from a ferene and com- 
pofcd fpitit. Wit,, which is a km^ <yf M«iif'tury,. whh 
wings fattened to his head and heels, can.fly but flxjwly 
in a dkmp air. I therefore chofe rather to obey you 
late than ill; if at lead I am ca^bie^of wrltii^g any 
thing, at any tim*,r which i& wornhy your pemf^ and 
your patronage. X cannot fay that I have eTcaped fc<Ma 
a ihipwreckj^ but hivt only gained a rock by hftcd 
fwimming ; where i may pant awhile and gather bfeath: 
for the do6lors give me a fad aifurance, that my diiea(^ 
never took its leave qfany man, but with a pqrpofit to. 
return. However^ my loidj I have laid hold oq the 

interval. 
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interval, and managed the finall ft©ck,> which age has 
left me, to the beft advantage, m performing this in- 
con fiderabk fervice to my lady's memory. We, who 
are priefts of Apollo, have not the infpiration when we 
pleafe j but muft wait till the God ceraes niihing on us, 
and invades us with a fury which- we are not able to 
refift: which gives us double ftrength while the fit 
continues, and kaves u« languiAing ttnd fpent at it* ' 
departure. Let me not feem to boaft, my lord 5 for I 
hav>e really felt it on this oecafion, and prophefied be- 
yond my natural power. Let me add, and hope to be 
believed^ that the excellency of the fubjeft contributed 
much to the happinefs of the execution ; and that the ' 
weight of thirty years was taken ofF me while I wa» 
writing. I fwam with the tide, and the water under me 
was buoyant. The reader will eafiiy obfenre, tiiat 1 
was tranfported hy the multitude and variety of my 
fimiJitudes ; which are generally the produft of a Inxu-- 
riant fancy, and the wantonnefs of wit. Had I called 
ii> my judgment to my aififtance, I hatf certainly re- 
trenched many of them. But I defehcf them not ; let 
them pafs for beautiful faults amongd the better fort of 
critics: for the whole poem, though written in that 
which they call Heroic verfe, is of the Pindaric nature, 
as well in the thought as the expreffion $ and, as fuch, 
retjuires the fame graiffs of allowance for it. It wa« 
intended, as your lordihtp fees in the tkle, not for an 
elegy, but a panegyric: a kind of apotheofis, indeed, 
if a Heathen word may be applied to a Cbrillian ufe. ■ 
And on all occafions of praife, if we take the Ancient* 

for 
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for ow patterns, we ^re bound by prefcriptlon to em- 
ploy the roagnaiicence of words, and the force of figures, 
to adorn the fublimity of thoughts. liberates amongft 
the Grecian orators, and Cicero and the Younger 
Pliny amongft the Romans, have left us their prece- 
dents for our fecurity : for I think I need not mention 
the inimitable Pindar, who ftretches on theie pinions 
out of fight, and is carried upward, as it were, into 
another world. 

This, at leaft, my lord, I may juftly plead, that, if I 
have not performed fo well as I think I have, yet I 
have ufed my beft endeavours to excel myfelf. One 
difadvantage I have had j which is, never to have known 
or feen ray Udy : and to draw the lineaments of her 
mind from the defcription which I have received from 
otihers, is for a painter to fet himfelf at work without 
the living original before him : which, the more beau- 
tiful it is, will be fo much the more difficult for him 
to conceive, when he has only a relation given him of 
fuch and fuch features by an acquaintance or a friend, 
without the nice touches which give the beft refem- 
biance, and make the graces of the pi6lure. Every ar- 
tift is apt enough to flatter himfelf (and I amongft the 
reft) that their own ocular obfervations would have dif- 
covered more perfeAions, at leaft others, than have 
been delivered to them : though I have received mine 
from the beft hands, that is, from perfons who neither 
want a juft underftanding of my lady'^s worth, nor a 
due veneration for her memoiy. 

Do6lor Donncj the greateft wit, though not the 
gveateft poet of our nation^ acknowledges, that he liad 

never 
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never fcen Mrs. Drury, whom he has made immortal fn 
his admirable Anniver^ries. I have had the fame for- 
tune, though I have not fucccedcd to the fame genius. 
However, I have foJlowed his footfteps in^ the defign of 
his panegyric ; which was to raife an emulation in tHe 
living, to copy out the example of the dead. Arrd 
therefore it was, that I once intended to have caHed this 
poem, " The Pattern ;" and though, on a fecond con- 
fideration, I chairged the title into the name of the illuf- 
trious perfon, yet the d'efign continues, and Eleonora is 
ftill the pattern of charity, devotion, and humility; of 
the beft wife, the befl mother, and the beft of friends. 

And now, my lord, though I have endeavoured fo 
anfwer your commands, yet I could" not anfwer it to tHe 
world, nor to my confcience, if I gave not your lord- 
Aip my teftimony of being the beft hulband now living : 
I fay my teftimony only 5 for the praife of it is given 
you by yourfelf. They who defpife the rules of virtue 
both in their praftice and their morats, will think this a 
vei-y trivial commendation. But I think it the peculiar 
happinefs- of the Countefs of Abingdon-, to have been 
fo truly loved by you while (he was living, and fo 
gratefully honoured after flie was dead. Few there arte 
who have- either had, or could have, fuch a lofs ; anH 
yet fewer who carried their love and conftancy beyond 
the grave. The exteriors of mourning, a decent fune- 
ral, and black habits, are the ufual ftirrts of common 
hufbands : and perhaps their wives deferve no bettdr 
than to be mourned with hypocrify, and forgot with 
cafe.^ Butyou have iliftingui&ed yourfetf from ordK 
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nary lovers, by a real and lading giicf fortfae deceaied ; 
3Uid by endeavouring to ralfe for her the mod durable 
monument) which is that of verfe. And fo it would 
have proved, if the workman had been equal to the 
work, and your choice of the artificer as haji^y as your 
tleiign. Yet, as Phidias, when he had made the da* 
tue of Minerva, ' could not forbear to ingrave his owa 
. name, as author of the piece : fo give me leave to hope 
that, by fubfcrlbijng mine to this poem, I may live hy 
the goddefs, and tranfmit my name to poderity by the 
memory of hers. 'Tis no flatteiy to affure your lord- 
ship, that ihe is remembered, in the prefent age, by all 
who have had the honour of her converfation and ac- 
quaintance J and that I have never been in any com- 
pany, iince the news of her death was iird brought me, 
where they have not extolled her virtues, and even 
.4>oken the fame things of her in profe which I have 
done in verfe. 

I therefore think myfelf obliged to thank your lord- 
ihip for the commidion which you have given me : how 
J have acquitted myfelf of it, mud be left to the opi- 
.nion of the world, in fpite of any protedation which I 
.can enter againd the prefent age, as incompetent or cor- 
jjupt judges. For my comfort, they are but Englifti- 
•men, and, as fuch, if they think ill of me to-day, they 
are incondant enough to think well of me to-morrow. 
JkQd> after all, I have not much to thank my fortune 
.that I was bom amongd them. The good of both fexes 
;ux fo few in England, that they dand like exceptions 
jBgaind, general rults e and thov^ fine of them has de- 
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lerved a greater commendation than I could give her, 
they. have taken care that I ftiould not tire my pen with 
frequent exercife on the like fubjefts ; that praifes, like 
taxes, ihould be appropriated, and left almoft as indi- 
vidual as the peribn. They fay, my talent is fatire t 
if it be fo, it is a fruitful age, and there is an extraor- 
dinary crop to gather. But a (ingle hand is iniiiffi- 
cient for fuch a harveft ; they have fown the dragon^s 
teeth themfelves, and it is but juft they Ihould reap eadh 
other in lampoons. You, my lord, who have the cfaa- 
ra6ler of honour, though it is not my happinefs to know 
you, may (land afide, with the fmall remainders of the 
£nglifh nobility, truly fuch, and, unhurt yourfelves, 
behold the mad combat. If I have picafed you, and 
fome few others, I have obtained my end. You fee I 
have difabled myfelf, like an elected Speaker of the 
Houfe t yet like him I have undertaken the charge, and 
find the burden fufticiently recompenfed by the honour. 
Be pleafed to accept of thefe my unworthy labours, this 
paper-monument ; and let her pious memory, which I 
am fure is facred to you, not only plead the pardon of 
my mafiy faults, but gain me yourprote^lion^ which if 
ambitioufly fought by. 

My Lord, 

Your Lordfliip^s 

Moft obedient (brvant» 

John Drydeit* 
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ELEONORA: A Panegyrical Poem. 

AS when fome great and gracious monarch dies. 
Soft whifpers, firil» and mournful murmurs rife 
Among the fad attendants ^ then the found 
Soon gathers voice, and fpreads the news around. 
Through town and country, till the dreadful blaft 
Is blown to diftant colonies at laft 5 
Who, then, perhaps, were offering vows in yain» 
For his long life, and for his happy reign : 
So flowly, by degrees, unwilling Fame J 

.Did matchlefs Eleonora's fate prochin>, > 

Till public as the lofs the news became. J 

The nation felt it in th' extremeft parts, 
With eyes o'erfbwing, and with bleeding hearts j 
But moft the poor, whom daily (he fupply'd. 
Beginning to be fuch but when fhe dy'd. 
•For, while (he liv'd, they (lept in peace by nighty 
Secure of bread, as of returning light ; 
And with fuch firm- dependence on. the day. 
That Need grew pampered, and forgot to pray i 
So fure the dole, fo ready at their call, 
They ftood prepared to fee the manna fall. 

Such multitudes (he fed, (he cloathM, (he nur(?. 
That (he herielf might f»ar her wanting firft. 
Of her five talents, other five (he made ; 
Heaven, that had largely given, was largely paid r 
And in few lives, in wondrous few, we find 
A fortune better fitted to the mind* 

Nor 
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Nor did her alms from oftentation fall, 

Or proud defire of praifc ; the foul gave all : 

Unbrib'd it gave ; or, if a bribe appear, 

No lefs than heaven ; to heap huge trcafures ther«. 

Want pafs'd for merit at her open door : 
Heaven faw, he fafely might increafe his poor^ 
And truft their fuftenance with her fo well. 
As not to be at charge of miracle. 
None could be needy, whom ihe faw, or knew ;: 
All in the compafs of her fphere (he drdw : 
He, who could touch her garment, was as fure. 
As the firftChriftians of th' apoftles* oure. 
The dlftant heard,, by fame, her pious deeds« 
And laid her up for their extreme^ need« $ 
A future cordial for a fainting mind ; 
For, what was ne'er refused, all hop*d to find. 
Each in his turn : the rich might freely come^ 
As to a friend ; but to the poor, 'twas home. 
As to fome holy houfe th' afHi6led came, 
The hunger-ftarv'd, the naked, and the lame | 
Want and difeafes fled before her name. 
For zeal like her's her fervants were too flow ; 
She was the firft, where need requir'd, to go 5 
Herfelf the foundrefs and attendant too. 

Sure flie had guefts fometimes to entertain, 
Guefts in di/guife, of her great Matter's train : 
Her Lord himfclf might come, for aught we know j 
Since in a fervant's form he liv'd below : 
Beneath hei' roof he might be pleas'd to ftay 5 
Or fome benighted angel, in his way> 

Vol. II. N Might 
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Might eafe hi« wings, and, feeing heaven appear 

In its beft work of mercy, think it there : 

Where all the deeds of charity and love 

Were in as conftant method as above, 

All carry *d on i aH of a piece with theirs $ 

As free her alms, as diligent her cares ; 

.As loud her praifes, and as warm her prayers. 

Yet was ihe not profufe 5 but fear'd to wafte. 
And wifely managed, that the flock might laft 
That all might be fupply'^d, and ihe not grievc» 
Wlien crowds appeared, (he had not to relieve : 
Which to prevent, fhe ftill increased Tier ftore j 
Laid up, and fpar'd, . that fhe might give the more. 
So Pharaoh, or fome greater king than he, 
Provided for the feventh neceflity : 
Taught from above his magazine* to frame | 
That famine was prevented ere it came. 
Thus Heaven, though all-fuificient, fhcw« a thrifit 
In his oeconomy, and bounds his gift: 
Creating, for our day, one fmgle light; 
And his refle£lion too fuppHes the night | 
Perhaps a thoufand other worlds, that lie 
Remote from us, and latent in the fky. 
Are lightenM by his beams, and kindly nurft 5 
Of which our earthly dunghill is the worfl. 

Now, as all virtues keep the middle line. 
Yet fomewhat more to one extreme incline. 
Such was her foul ; abhorring avarice. 
Bounteous, but almoU bounteous to a vice : 



I 
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Had fhe given more, it had profufion been» 
And lurn'd th' excefs of goodnefs into fin. 

Thefe virtue* raisM her fabric to the iky $ 
For that, which is next lieaven, i« charity* 
But, as high turrets, for their airy ftcep. 
Require foundations, in proportion deep j 
And lofty cedars as far upward (hoot. 
As to the nether heavens they 4rive the roots 
So low did her fecure foundation It^ 
She was not bumble, but humility. 
Scarcely Ihe knew that fhe was great, or fair. 
Or wife, beyond whatjothcr womcin arje, 
.^Or, which is better, knew, but never durft compare: 
For to bexonfcious of what all admire. 
And not be vain, advances virtue higher. 
But ftill /he found, or rather thought ihe found, 
.Her own worth wanting, others to abound j 
Afcrib'd above their due to every one, 
Unjuft and fcanty to herfelf alone. 

Such her devotion was, as might give rules 
•Of fpeculation to difputing fchools. 
And teach us equally the fcales to hold 
Betwixt the two extremes of hot and cold j 
That pious heat may moderately prevaih. 
And we be warm'd, but not be fcorchM with zeseU 
,Bufmefs might ihorten, not difturb, her prayer j 
Heaven had the beft, if not the greater ihare. 
An aftive life long oraifons forbids j 
•yet ilill ihe prayM, for ilill ibe pray'd by deeds. 

JN 7 Her 
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Her every day was fabbath ; only free 
From hours of prayer, for hours of charity. 
5uch as the Jews from fervile toil released ; 
Where works of mercy were a part of reft ; 
Such as bleft angels excrcifc above, 
Vary'd with fecred hynrns and afts of love « 
Such fabbaths as that one fhe now enjoys, 
Ev'n that perpetual one, which (he employs 
(For fuch viciflitudes in heaven there are) 
In praife alternate, and alternate prayer. 
All this fh- praftis'd here ; that when fhe fprung 
Amidft the choirs, at the firft fight (he fung: 
Sung, and was fung herfelf in angels lays ; 
For, praiiing her, they did her Maker praife. 
All offices of heaven fo well (he knew, 
Bcfore'ftie came, that nothing th^re was new: 
And (he was fo familiarly received. 
As one returning, not as one arriv'd. 

Mufe, down again precipitate thy flight : 
For how can mortal eyes fuftain immortal light ? 
But as the fun in water we can bear. 
Yet not the fun, but his reflexion there. 
So let us view her, here, in v.;hat fhe was. 
And take her image in this v/atery glafs : 
Yet look not every lineament to fee ; 
Some will be call in fliades, and fome will be 
So lamely dravm, you '11 fcarcely know, 'tis flic. 
For where fuch various virtues we recite, 
'Tis like the milky-way, all over bright, 
'JSutfown fo thick with flars, 'tis undiftinguifli'd light. 

Her 
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Her virtue, not her virtues let us call j. 
For one heroic comprehends them all t 
One, as a conftellation is but. one. 
Though 'tis a train of ftars, that, rolUflg on. 
Rife in their turn, and in the zodiac rtin : 
Ever in motion 5 now 'tis faith afcends,: 
Now hope, now charity, that upward tends,. 
And downwards with difFufive good defcends. 

As in perfumes composed with art and coft, 
■'Tis hard to fay what fcent is uppermoft j 
Nor this part muik or civet can we call. 
Or amber, but a rich refult of all y 
So (h« was all a fweet, whofe every part, ' 

In due proportion mixM, proclaimM the Maker's art- 
No fmgle virtue we coiald moft commend. 
Whether the wife, the mother, or the friend j 
For /he was all, in that fupreme degree. 
That as no one prevail'd, fo all was fhe. 
The feveral part&^ lay hidden in the piece j. 
Th'occafion. but exerted that, or this. 

A wife as tender, and as true withal,. 
As the firft woman was- before her fall :. 
Made for the man, of whom ihe was a part ;; 
M'ade, to attra^l his eyes, and keep his heart.. 
A fecond Eve, but by no crime accurft 5 
As beauteous, not as brittle as the firft.- 
Had (he been* firft, ftill Paradife had been. 
And death had found no entrance by her fin.- 
So (he not only had preferv'd from ill . 
Hec (ex. and ours, but liv'd their pattern ftiU*. 

N 3» £ove. 
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Love and obedience to her lord fhe bore ; 
She much obeyM him^ but flie lovM him. more t 
Not aw'd to duty by fupcrior fway. 
But taught by his indulgence to obey. 
Thus we lov& God, as author of our good ; 
So fubjefls love jud kings, or fo^they (hould. 
Nor was it with ingratitude returned j 
In equal fires the blifsful couple burned ; 
One joy poflefs^d them both, and in one grief they 

mourn'd* 

His paflibn ftill improved ; he lovM fo fad,. 
As if he fearM each day would be her laft. 
Too true a prophet to forefec the fate 
That fhojuld fo foon divide their happy ftate : 
When he to heaven entirely muft reftore 
That love, that heart, where he went halves before*. 
Yet as the foul, is all in every part. 
So God and he might each have all her heait. 

So had her children too j for charity 
Was not more fruitful,, or more kind than (he t 
Each under other by degrees they grew j. 
A goodly perfpeftiveof dift^ant view. 
Anchifes look'd not with fo pleasM a face,. 
In numbering o'er his future Roman race. 
And mar/haling the heroes of his name. 
As, in their order, next, to light they came- 
Nor Cybele, with half fo kind an eye. 
Survey^ her fons and daughters of the iky ; 
Proud, fliall I fay, of her immortal fruit ? 
As far as pride with heavenly minda may fuit. 

7 Ifir. 
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Her pious love excellM to all ihe bore ; 

New obje6ls only muitipIyM it more. 

And as tlie cho(en found the pearfy graia^ 

As much as every vefTel could contain j 

As in the blifsful vidon each Aiall (hare 

As much of glory as his foul can b^ar f 

So did (he love, and To difpenfe her care. 

Her eldeft thas, by confequence, was he&y 

As longer cultivated than the reii.- 

The babe had all that infant care beguiles. 

And early knew his mother in her fmiles ? 

But when dilated organs let in day 

To the young foul, and gave it roookto play,. 
At his iirft ap^nefs, the maternal love 
Thofe rudiments of reafon did improve r 
The tender age was^ pliant to command j 
Like wax it yielded to the forming hand ^ 
True to th* artificer^ the laboured mind 
With eafe was pious, generous, juft, and kind^;; 
Soft for iixiprefllon, from the firft preparM, 
Till virtue with long exercife grew hard : 
With every a£^ confirmM, and made at iaft 
So durable as not to be effac'd^ 
It tum'd to habi( ; and, from vices free^ 
Goodnefs refolv'd into necefiity.- 

Thus fix'd ihe virtue's image, that 's her own^. 
Till the whole mother in the children ihone i 
For that was their pei^e£lion : ihe was fuch. 
They aevec could expfefs her miad too much* 

N-ifr Sa> 
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So unexhaufted her perfections were, 

That, for more chiWren, (he had more to fpare 5 

For fouls unborn, whom her untimely death 

Deprived of bodies, and of mortal breath ; 

And (could they take th' impreiTions of her mrad) 

Enough ftill left to fanftify her kind. 

Then wonder not to fee this foul extend 
The bounds, and feek fome other felf, a friend : 
As fwelling feas to. gentle rivers glide. 
To feek repofe, and empty out the tide ;: 
So this full foul, in narrow limits pent. 
Unable to contain her, fought a vent,^ 
To iffue out, and in fc^ne fricnJly breaft 
Difcharge her treafures, and fecurely reft : 
T' unbofom all the fecrets of her heart, 
Take good advice, but better to impart. 
For 'tis the blifs of friendships holy ftate> 
To mix their minds, and to communicate ^ 
Though bodies cannot, fouls can penetrate ; 
Fixt to her choice, inviolably true, 
And wifely choofing, for (lie chofe but few* 
Some (he muft have ; but in no one could find: 
A tally fitted for fo large a mind. 

The fouls of friends like kings in progrefs are ;- 
Still in thpir own, though from the palace f^r : . 
Thus her friend's heart her country dwelling was,. 
A fweet retirement to a coarfer place j 
Where pomp and ceremomies enterM not, 
"Where greatnefs was Ihut out, and bufincfs well forgot. 
7 This 
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This is th' imperfeft draught 5 but fliort as far 
As the true height and bigneft of a ftw 
Exceeds the mcafures of th' aftronomcr. 
She fliines above-, we know ; but fn what place. 
How near the throne, and heaven's rniperial fkcc. 
By our weak optics is but vainly gucft ; 
Diftance and altitude conceal the reft. 

Though all thefe rare endownoenta of the mind 
Were in a nan'ow fpace of life confined", 
The figure was with full ptrfeftion crownM j: 
Though not fb large an orb, as truly round. 
• As when in glory, through- the public place^ 
The fpoils of conquered nations were- to pafs. 
And but one day for triumph was allowed. 
The conlul was conftrain'd his pomp to crowd ;• 
And [o the fwift proceffion hurryM on, 
That all, though not diftin6lly, might be fliown t 
So in the ftraiten'd bounds of life-confin'd, 
She gave but glimpfes of her glorious mind : 
And multitudes^ of virtues pafsM along ; * 
Each prefling- foremoft in the mighty throng,- 
Ambitious to- be feen, and then make room« 
For greater multitudes that were to come. 

Yet unemploy*d no minute flipt away 5 
Moments were precious in fo fliort a ftay. 
The hafte of heaven to have her was-fo great. 
That fome were fihgle afts, though each compleat i 
But every aft ftood ready to repeat. 

Her fellow-faints with bufy care will look 
Father bkHname in fate's eternal book 3 

Andja 
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And, pleasM to be outdone, with joy^ will fee 
Numberlefs virtues, endlefs charity^: 
But more will wonder at Co ihort an age, 
To find 3 blank, beyond the thirtieth page : 
And with a pious fear begin to doubt 
The piece imperfe^, and the reft toni out. 
But *twas her Savioor's time ; and, could there be* 
A copy near th' original, 'twas (he. 

As precious gums are not for lafting fire, 
They but perfume the temple, and expire : 
So was (he foon ,exhard, and vani(hM hence jv 
A (hort fweet odor, of a vaft expence; • 

She vani(hM, we can fcavcely fay (he dyM ; 
For but a Now did heaven and earth divide : 
She pafsM ferenely with a (ingle breath ) 
This, moment perfe£k health, the next was death :• 
One (igh did her eternal blifs aflTure 5. 
So little penance needs, when fouls are almoft pure*. 
A» gentle dreams our waking thoughts purfue ^ 
Or,, one dream pafs'd, we dide into a new f 
So cK)fe tihey follow, fuch wild order keep,. 
We diink ourfelves awake, and are adeep t 
So foftly death fucceeded life in her : 
She did but dream of heaven, and (he was there;.. 

No pains (he fuiferM, nor expired with noife ; 
Her foul was whifperM out with God^s ftill/ voice f; 
As an old friend is beckonM to a feaft^ 
And treated like a long-familiar gueft* 
He took her as he found, but found her fo>r 
As one in hourly readinefs to go ;. 

Xv*n> 
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Ev'n on that day, in all her trim prepared 5. 

As early notice (he from heaven had beard», 

And fome defcending courier from, above 

Had given her timely warning to remove j^ 

Or counfelM her to drefs-the nuptial romn, 

For on that night the bridegroom was to come.- 

He kept his hour, and found her where (he lay 

Cloath'd all in white, the livery of the day : 

Scarce had ihe (innM in thought, or word, or aA ;; 

Unlefs omiffions were to pafs for faft : 

That hardly death a confequence could dvaw. 

To make her liable to nature's lawv. 

And), that (he dy*d, we only have to ihow- 

The mortal part of her fhe left below : 

The reft, fo fmooth, fo fuddenly fiie went^ > 

LookM like tranflation through the firmament, > 

Or like the fiery car on the third errand fent. J^ 

O happy foul ! if thoa canft view from high^, 
Where thou art all intelligence, all eye, 
If, looking up to God, or down to us. 
Thou fihd^, that any way be pervious,^ 
Survey the ruins of thy houfe, and fee 
Thy widow'd and thy orphan family : 
Look on thy tender pledges left behind ;. 
And, if thou canft a vacant minute find 
From heavenly joys, that interval afford 
To thy fad children, and thy mourning lordl 
Sec how they grieve, miftaking in their love,. 

And (hed a beam o£ comfort from abo ve j 

Give 
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Give theiD, as much as mortal eyes can bear, 
A tranfient viewr of thy full glories there ; 
That they with moderate forrow may fuftain 
And mollify their lofles in thy g*ain. 
Or elfe divide the grief; for fuch thou-wert^ 
That (hould not all relations bear a part. 
It v^ere enough to break a Tingle heart. 

Let this fuffice : nor thou, great fainty refuie 
This humble tribute of no vulgar Mufe : 
Who, not by canss,^ or wants, or age depreft*,. 
Stems a wild 'deluge with a dauntlefs breaft y 
And dares to fing thy praifcs in a clime 
Where vice triumphs,, and virtue is a crime ;, 
Where ev*n to draw the piclure of thy mind,. 
Is fatire on the moft of human kind : 
Take it, while yet 'tis praife j before ray rage^ 

-Unfafely juft, break loofe on thi» bad age ; 
So bad, tha> thou thyfelf hadd no defence 

From vice, but barely by departing hence. 

Be what and where thou art : to wiih thy place^, 

Were, in the beft, prefumption more than grace. 

Thy relicks (fuch thy works of mercy are). 

Have, in this poem, been my holy care. 

As earth thy bady keeps, thy foul the iky,. 

So (hall this verfe preferve thy memoiy ; 

Foe thou (halt make it live, because it fings of thee. 
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V. 

On the Death of Amy nt as. A Palloral Elegy, 

'^'T^ WAS on a joyiefs and a gloomy morn, 

■^ Wet was the grafe, and hung with pearls the 
thorn ; 
"When Damon, who defignM to pafs the day 
With hounds and horns, and chace the flying prey, 
"Rofe early from his bed j but foon he found y 

The welkin pitched with fullen clouds around, > 

An eaftem wind, and dew upon the ground. j 

rrhus while he ftood, and fighing did fiirvey 
The fields, and cnrft th' iil omens of the day. 
He faw Menalcas come with heavy pace ; 
Wet were his eyes, and chearlefs was his face ; 
He wrung his hands, di drafted with his care, 
An^ Tent his voice before him from afar. 
Return, he cryM, return, unhappy fwain. 
The fpungy clouds are fiU'd with gathering rain j 
The promife of the day not only crofs'd. 
But ev'n the fpring, the fpring itfelf, is loft. 
Amyntas — oh !— he could not fpeak the reft, 
Nor needed, for prefagifig Damon guefsM. 
Equal with lieaven young Damon iovM the boy. 
The boaft of nature, both his parents' joy. 
• His graceful form revolving in his mind j 
So great a genius, and a foul fo kind^ 
<Tave fad affurance that his fears were true j 
Too well the envy of the gods he knew j 

For 
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Por when their gifts too lavilhly are plac*dy 
Soon they repent, and will not make them lafl. 
.For Aire it was too bountiful a dole, 
The mother^s features, and the father*s fouL 
Then thus he cry'd : the mom l^efpoke the news 
'The morning did her cfaearful light diffufe : 
3ut fee how fuddenly (he changed her face, 
J^nd brought on douds and rain, the day's difgrace 
Juft fuch, Amyntas, was thy promised race. 
IVhat charms adoriiM thy youth, where nature fmird* 
.And more than man was given us in a child ! 
^is infancy was ripe : a foul fublime 
3n years fo tender that prevented ^ti me : 
Sleaven gave him all at once ; then fnatcliLd away. 
Ere mortals all his beauties could furvey : 
Juft like the flower that buds and withers in a day, 
M E N ,A L c A s. 
The mother, lovely, though with grief op^eft, 
JReclin-d his dying head upon her bread. 
The mournful family flood all around j 
One groan was heard, one univerfal found : 
All were in floods of tears and endlefsforrow drown' 
.So dire a fadnefs fat on every look, 
Ev'n death repented he had given the ftrdke. 
He grievM his .fatal work had been ordain'd, 
But promis''d length of 4ife to thofe who yetTcmain'd, 
The mother's and her eldeft daughter's grace. 
It feems, had bribM him to prolong their fpace. 
The father bore it with undaunted foul, 
.JAke one who.durft his.deftiny controuL; 

Yet 
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Yet with becoming grief he bore his part, 
Hefign'd his fon, but not refign'd his heait. 
Patient as Job 5 and may he live to fee, 
Xike him, a new increafmg fam4ly ! 
Damon. 
Such ts my wifh, and fuch my prophefy. 
For yet, my friend, the beauteous mould remains | 
Long may ihe exeroife her fruitful pains ! 
But, ah \ with hotter hap, and Wing a race 
More lafting, and endued with equal grace 1 
Equal (he may, but farther none can goi 
For he was all that was exa£k below. 

M E K A L C A S. 

Damon, behold yon breaking purple cloud 5 
HearMt thou not hymns and fongs divinely loud t 
There mounts Amyntas ; the young cherubs play 
About their godlike mate, and fing him on his way« 
He cleaves the liquid air, behold he flies, 
And every moment gains upon the fkies. 
The new-come gueft admires th' ^therial ftate^ 
The fapphire portal, and the golden gate j 
And now admitted in the (liining throng, 
•He fhows the paiTport which he brought along« 
His pafTpoit is his innocence and grace. 
Well known to all the natives of the place- 
Kow fmg^ ye joyful angels, and admire 
Your brother's voice that comes to mend your quire 1 
Sing you, while endlefs tears our eyes beftow j 
For like Amyntas none is left below* 



On 
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VI. 

On the Death of a very young Gentleman. 

HE who could view the book of deftiny. 
And read whatever there was writ of tliee, 

charming youth, in the firft opening page. 
So many graces in fo green an age, 

Such wit, fuch modefty, fuch ftrength of mind, 

A foul at once fo manly, and fo kind ; 

IVould wonder, when he torn'd the volume o'er. 

And after forae few leaves fhould find no more, 

:Nought but a blank remain, a dead void fpace, 

A ftep of life that promisM Aich a race. 

We muft not, dare not think, that heaven began 

A child, and could not finifli him a man ; 

Refle£bing what a mighty ,ftore was laid 

Of rich materials, and a model made : 

The coft already furni/hM ; fo bcftow'd. 

As more was never to one foul allowed s 

Yet, after this profuilon fpent in vain. 

Nothing but jnouldering afhes to remain, 

1 guefs not, left I fplit up<m the flielf. 

Yet, durft I guefs, heaven kept it for himfclf ; 
And giving us the ufe, did foon recal, 
;£re we could fpare, the mighty principal. 
Thus then he difappear'd, was rarify'd 5 
For 'tis improper fpeech to fay he dyM : 
He was cxhalM ; his great Creator drew 
His (pirit, as the fun the morning dew. 

"Tl« 
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*T]s An produces death ; and he had none 
But the taint Adam kft on every fon. 
He added not, he was fo pure, fo good, 
'Twas but th' original forfeit of his blood : 
And that fo little, that the river ran 
More clear than the corrupted fount began. 
Nothing remainM of the firft muddy clay ; 
The length of courfe bad wafli'd it in the way t 
So deep, and yet fo clear, we might behold 
The gravel bottom, and that bottom gold. 

As fuch we lovM, admired, almoft adorM> 
Gave all the tribute mortals could afford. 
Perhaps we gave fo much, the powers above 
Grew angry at our fu^erflitious love : 
For when we more than human homage pay» 
The charming caufe i's juftly fnatch'd away. 

Thus was the crime not his, but ours alone : 
And yet we murmur that he went too foon i 
Though miracles are ihoirt ?^nd rarely Aiown. 

Hear then, ye mpDcnftfl parents, and divide 
That love in many, whic)i in one was ty'd. 
That individual blefling is no more. 
But multiply'd \n your, i^^mnining ftore. 
The flame 's difpers'd, but does not all expire ; 
The fparkles blaze, though not the globe of fire. 
Love him by parts, in all yovr numerous rape. 
And from thofe parts form one colle6led grace | 
Then, when you have rc^n'<l to that degree. 
Imagine all in .one, and think that one is he. 

Vpl. II. O Upon 
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vn. 

Upon young Mr. RoG£ks of Glouceftcrfliire. 

/^F gentle blood, his parents only treafure, 

^^ Their lading forrow, an*d their vanvOiM pleafure. 

Adorn \l with featui-es, virtues, wit, and grace, 

A large provifion for fo ihort a race i 

More moderate gifts might have prolonged his date. 

Too early fitted for a better ftate j 

But, knowing heaven his home, to fhun delay. 

He leap'd o'er age, and took the fliorteft way. 

VIII. 

On the Death of Mr. P u r c e l l. 

Set to Mufic by Dr. Blow. 

I. 

"IkyCARK how the lark and linnet iing : 
'*'^^ With rival notes 

They j(h*ain their warbling throats. 
To welcome in the fpnng. 
But in the clofe of night. 
When Philomel begins her heavenly lay. 
They ceafe their mutual fpite. 
Drink in her mufic with delight. 
And liftening filently obey. 
II. 
So ceasM the rival crew, when Purcell came ; 
They fung no more, or only fung his fame : 

Struck 
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Stiiick dumb, they all admirM the godlike man : 
The godlike man, 
Alas ! too foon retired. 
As he too late began. 
We beg not hell our Orpheus to reftore 1 
Had he been there. 
Their fovereign's fear 
Had fent him back before. 
The power of harmony too well they knew : 
He long ere this had tunM their Jarring fphcrr. 
And left no hell below. 
III. 
The heavenly choir, who heard his notes from high, 
Let down the fcale of mufic from the fky : 

They handed him along, 
And all the way he taught, and all the way they fung. 
Ye brethren of the lyre, and tuneful voice. 
Lament his lot ; but at your own rejoice : 
Now live fecure, and linger out your days ; 
The gods are pleas'd alone with Purcell's lays. 
Nor know to mend their choice. 

IX. 

Epitaph on the Lady Whitmori. 

T^ AIR, kind, and true, a treafure each alone> 
-*' A wife, a miftrefs, and a friend in one, 
Heft in this tomb, rais'd at thy hufband*s coft. 
Here fadly fumming, what fee liadi and loft. 

O » ' Come> 
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Come, yirgins, ere in equal bands ye ]mnp^ 
Come firft, and offer at her facred ftirine i 
P^y but for half tlie virtues qf tfeis wife. 
Compound for all the reft, with longer life $ 
And wiih your vows, li^ hers, may be return*«f. 
So lovM sdhsn living, end wheo deail fo mourned. 

X. 

Epitaph on SIfFalmes Fairbone's Tomb in 
Weilminfter-Abbey. " 

Sacred to the immortal memory of Sir Palmes Fair- 
BOJ^E, K'Hight, Governor of Tangier ; in execution 
of which coipmand, be was nwrtally wounded by a 
4iot from the Moors, then befieging t!ie town, in the 
fortytfixtb year of his age, OA^ber 14, 1^89. 



TTE facred relics, which your marble keep, 
'*' Here, undiftifrb'd by wars, in quiet deep z 
Bifcharge the truft, which, when it wa.s below, 
Fairbone*s undaunted foul did uqdergPi 
And be the town's Palladium from the foe. 
Alive and dead thefe walls he will defend ; 
Great actions great examples muft attend. 
The Candian fiege his early valour knew. 
Where Turkic blopd did his yonng hands imbrue 
From thence retyrning with deferv^d applaufe, 
Againft the Moors his well-fefliM fword he draws 
The fame the .c9^^9£gef and ;he Qim^ the ci^^fe. 

His 
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Mis youth and iige, his life arf^ death, combine, 1 

As in (bme grfeat and regular defign, J» 

All of a j^iece throughout^ and all divirte. 

Still nearer heaven lirs virtues fhone riiore bright, 

Like rifing flames expanding in their height ; 

The nnartyr^s gldry crownM the foldier's fight. 

More bravely Britifh general never fell, 

Nor gencraKs death was e*et reveng'd fo well ^ • 

Which his plcasM eyes beheld before their clofc,. 

FollowM by thoufand vi£lim$ of his foes. 

To his lamented lofs. for time to come 

His pious widow confecrates this tomb. 

Under Mis M i l t o n's Pidare, before Ms 
Paradiitt Lofl. 

^Tp HREE Poets, in three diftant ages born, 
•*■ Greece, Italy, and England did adorn. 
The firft, in loftinefs of thought furpafs'^d s 
The next, iti majefty ; in both the laft. 
The force of nature could no further go 5 
To make a thii'd, flie join'd ths former two* 

xii. 

On the Monument of a fair Maiden Lady^ wlio 
died at Bath, and is there interred* 

In E L O W this marble monument is laid 
*^ All that heaven wants of this celeftial maid. 

O 3 Prcfcnrc, 
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Preferve, O faci-cd tomb, thy truft confign'd ; 

The mould was made on purpofe for the mind t 

And (he would lofe, if, at the latter day. 

One atom could be mixM of other clay. 

Such were the features of her heavenly face, 

Her limbs were formM with fuch harmonious grace s 

So faultlefs was the frame, as if the whole 

Had been an emanation of the foul ; 

Which her own inward fymmetry reveal'd ; 

And like a pi6lure (hone, in glafs anneal'd. 

Or like the fun ecIipsM, with fhaded light : 

Too piercing, elfe, to be fuftain'd by fight. 

Each thought was vifible that roll'd within : 

As through a cryftal cafe the figur*d hours are fecn. 

And heaven did this tranfparent veil provide, 

Becaufe ihe had no guilty thought to hide. 

All white, a virgin- faint, ihe fought the ikies : 

For marriage, though it fullies not, it dies* 

High though her wit, yet humble was her mind j 

As if (he could not, or (he would not find 

How much her worth tranfcended all her kind. 

Yet (he had leam'd io much of heaven below. 

That when aiTiv'd, (he fcarce had more to know i 

But only to refrefh the former hint } 

And read her Maker in a fairer print. 

So pious, as (he had no time to fpare 

For human thoughts, but was confin'd to prayer. 

Yet in fuch charities (lie pafsM the day, 

' r.was wondrous how (he found an hour to pray. 

I A foui 
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A foul Co calm, it knew not ebbs or flows, 
'Which pafTion could but curl, not difcompofe'. 
A female foftnefs, with a manly mind : 
A daugbtser duteous, and a filler kind : 
In ficknefs patient, and in death refignM. 



I 



XIII. 

Epitaph on Mrs. Margaret Pastom, of 

Burningham, in Norfolk. 

Q O fair, fo young, fo innocent, fo fweet, J 

^ So ripe a judgment, and fo rare a wit, > 

Require at leaft an age in one to meet. 3 

In her they met; but Iqng they could not (lay, 
*Twas gold too fine to mix without allay. 
Heaven^s image was in her fb well expreft. 
Her very light upbraided all the reft ; 
Too juftly raviih'd from an age like this. 
Now flie is gone, the world is of a piece. 



XIV. 

On the Monument of the Marquis of 

Winchester. 

TT E, who in impious times undaunted flood, 
•*• ■*• And midft rebellion durft be juft and good : 
Whofe arms aflerted, and whofe fufferiiigs more 
Confirm'd the caufe for which he fought before j 
Refts here, rewarded by an heavenly prince j 
For what his earthly could not recompence, 

O 4 Pray 
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Pray reader that fuch tines bo more appear s 
Or, if they happen, learn true honour here. 
Afk of this age*8 faith and loyalty. 
Which, to prefenre them, heavien confinM in thee. 
Few fubjedts could a king like thine dei^rv« : 
And fewer, fuch a king, fo well could ferve. 
Bleft king, bleft fubje^, whofc exalted ftate 
By fufferings rofe, and gave the law to fate. 
Such fouls are rare, but mighty patterns given 
To earth, and meant for ornaments to heaven. 

XV. 

Epitaph upon the Earl of Rochester's being 
difmiiTed from the Treafury, in 1687. 

TT ERE lies a creature of indulgent fate, 
•*^ From Tory Hyde rais'd to a chit of .ftate ^ 
In chariot now, Eliiha like, he 's hurVd 
To th^ upper empty regions of the world : 
The airy thing cuts through the yielding iky ; 
And as it goes does into atoms fly : 
While we on earth fee, with no fmall delight^ 
The bird of prey turned to a paper kite. 
With drunken pride and rage he did fo well. 
The hated thing without compaiTion fell j 
By powerful force of univerfal prayer. 
The ill-blown bubble is now tumM to air 3 
To his firft lefs than nothing he is gone. 
By his prepofterous tranfa^ion ! 

S0NG8, 
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I- 

The Fair Stranger, a Soko. 

I. 
TTAPPY and free, fccurcly bleft ; 
**■•*• No beauty could difturb my reft | 
My amorous heart was in defpairy 
To find a new vi£loriou8 fair. 

II. 
Till you, defcending on our plains. 
With foreign force renew my chains ; 
Where now you rule without control 
The mighty fovereign of my foul. 

III. 
Your fmiles have more of conquering charms^ 
Than all your native country arms : 
Their troops we can expel with eafe. 
Who vanquiih only when we pleafe. 

IV. But 
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IV. 
But in your eyes, oh ! there '« the fpell. 
Who can fee them, and not rebel ? 
You make us captives by your (lay. 
Yet kill us if you go away. 

II. 
On the Young Statesmen. 

y^ L Are N D O N !iad law and fenfc, 
^^ Clifford was fierce and brave j 
Bennetts g^rave look was a pretence. 
And Danby's matchlcfs impudence 
Help'd to fupport the knave. 
But Sunderland, Godolphin, Lory, 
Thefe will appear fuch chits in ftory» 

'Twill turn all politicks to jefts. 
To be repeated like John Dory, 

When fidlers fing at feafts. 
Proteft us,, mighty Providence, 

What would thefe madmen have ? 
PIrft, they would bribe us without pence. 
Deceive us without common fenfe. 
And without poweij enflave. 
Shall free-born men, in humble awe, 

Submltto fervile fliamej ' 
Who from confcnt and cuftom draw 
The fame right to be rul'd by law. 

Which kings pretend to niga ? 



Th« 
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The duke (hall wield his conquering fword. 

The chancellor make a fpeech. 
The king (hall pafs his honeft word. 
The pawn'd revenue Turns afford, 

And then, come kifs my breech. 

So have I feen a king on chefs 

(His rooks and knights withdrawn. 

His queen and bifhops in diftrefs) 

Shifting about, grow lefs and lefs. 
With here and there a pawn. 

III. 
A SONG for St3 Cecilia's Day, 1687. 

I. 
TT^ROM harmony, from heavenly harmony 
'*• This univerfal frame began : 

When nature underneath a heap 

Of jarring atoms lay, 
And could not heave her head. 
The tuneful voice was heard from high, 

Arife, ye more than dead. 
Then cold, and hot, and moift, and dry. 
In order to their ftations leap. 

And Mufic*s power obey. 
From harmony, from heavenly harmony^ 
This univei'fal frame began : 
From harmony to harmony 
Tliiough all the compafs of the notes it ran. 
The diapafon clofiog full in Man. 

II. What 
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II, 

What paflion cannot MiWic nkfc and quell \ 
When Jubat ftruck the chordcd (hell. 
His liftening brethren^ ilood around^ 
Andy wondring, on their faces fell 
To worfliip that celeflial found, 
Lefs than a God they :thought there could not dwell 
Within the hollow of that flwlU 
That fpoke fo fweetly and £o welL 
What paiiion cannot Mufic raife and quell f 
III. 
The trumpet^s loud clangor 

Excites us to arms. 
With ftirill notes of anger 

And mortal alarms. 
The double double double beat 
Of the thundering drum 
Cries, hark ! the foes come j 
Charge, Charge, *tis too late to retreat. 
IV. 
The foft complaining flute 
In dying notes difcovers 
The woes of hopelefs lovers, 
Whofe dirge is whilper'd by the warbling lute* 
V. 
Sharp violins proclaim 
Their jealous pangs, and defperation. 
Fury, frantic indignation, 
Depth of pains, and height of paifion, 
For the fair, difdainful> dame» 

1 VI. But 
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VI. 
But oh ! iivhat art can teach* 

What human voice can reach. 
The facred organ's praWe ? 
Notes infpiring holy Jove, 
Notes that wing their heavenly ways 
To meA<i the choirs above. 
VII. 
Orpheus could lead .the fav»ge race $ 
And trees uprooted left dieir place. 

Sequacious of the lyre t 
But bright Cecilia raisM the wonder higher : 
When to her organ vocal breath wa« given, 
An angel heard, and-ftraight appeared 
Miftakino: earth for heaven. 

Grand C H p R U S. 
jfs from the potver of facred laySf 

The fpheres began ifi mawet 
And fung the great Creator* s fra^e 

To ail the hlefs^d above ; 
So ijjben the laft and dreadful hour 
This crumbling pageant /ball devomr^ 
The trumpet Jhall be heard on high. 
The dead jhall li'Ve, the living die. 
And Mufic /ball untune the /ky. 



The 
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IV. 
TheTearsof Amynta, forthe Death of Damon. 

SONG. 
I. 
^^N a bank, befide a willow, 
^^ Heaven her covering, earth her pillow. 
Sad Amynta figh*d alone : 
From the chearlefs dawn of morning 
Till the dews of night returning. 
Sighing thus flie made her moan ; 
Hope is banifh*d, 
Joys are vaniihM, 
Damon, my belovM, is gone ! 
II. 
Time, I dare thee to difcover 
Such a youth, and fuch a lover i 
Oh ! fo true, fo kind was he ! 
Damon was the pride of nature^ 
Charming in his every feature ; 
Damon liv'd alone former 

Melting kifles, ':,: ■ 

Murmuring blifles t 
Who fo liv*d and lovM as we I 
III. 
Never fliall we curfe the mornings 
Never blefs the night returning. 
Sweet embraces to reftore ; 
Never ihall we both lie dying. 
Nature failing, Love fupplying 

All 
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All the joys he drainM before : 

Death, come end me 

To befriend me 3 
X*ove and Damon are no more. 

A S O N G. I 

I. 
O YLVIA the fair, in the bloom of fifteen, 
*^ Felt an innocent warmth, as (he lay on the green % 
She had heard of a pleafure, and fomething (he gueft ^ 

By the towzing, and tumbling, and touching her breaft 3 ] 

She faw the men eager, but was at a lofs. 
What they meant by their (ighing, and kiffing fo clofe 5 

By their praying and whining. 

And clafping and twining. 

And panting and wiihing, 

And fighing and kiiEng, 

And fighing and kifling fo ctole. 
II. 
Ah ! (he cryM ; ah for a langui(hing maid, 
In a country of Chriftians, to die without aid ! 
Not a Whig, or a Tory, or Trimmer at leaft. 
Or a Protc(tant parfon, or Catholic prieft, 
T* inihii6l a young virgin, that is at a lofs. 
What they meant by their (ighing, and kiffing fo clofe I 

By their praying and whining. 

And clafping and twining. 

And panting and wi(hing. 

And (ighing and kifling^ 

And (ighing and kilHog ib clofe* 

Cupid 
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in. 

Cupid in (hape of a fwain did wppcir^ 
He faw the fad wound, and in pity dww near j 
Then fliovv'd her his arrow, and bid her not fear ; 
For the pain was no more than a maiden may bear s 
When the balm was infus'd, ihe was not at a lofs, 

Whattheymeanthytheirf^hing,and|uffingfoclofej 
By their praying and whining. 
And clafping and twining, 
And panting and wiihing. 
And fighing and idfling. 
And iighing and kifling £(^ dofe, 

VI. 
The LADY'S SONG. 

I. 

A Choir of bright beauties in fpring did appear. 
To choofe a May-iady to govern tlie year j 
All the nymphs were in white, and the fhepherds in 

green 5 
The garland w^s gimen, and Phyliis was queoi t 
But Phyllis iicfus'd k, and fighitig did iay, 
I'll not wear a garland while Pan is away. 

If. 
Wble Pan, and fair Synj»x,'are fled from our Jlion^ 
The Graces ai-e banifti'd, and L6ve is no more : 
The foft God of pleamrc, that warmM our deii««y 
Has broken his bow, mi eictinguifhM lus fins: 
And vows that himfelf, aivi his mother, will aoani^ 
Till Pan and fair Syrinx ki triumph return. 

III. Forbear 
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m. 

Forbear your addrefiesy and court us no more ; 
For we will perform what the Deity fwore : 
But if you dare tfatnfc of deferving our charms^ 
Away with your flieephooks, and take to 5''our arms t 
Then laurels and myrtles your brows fhafl adorn» 
When Pan> and his A>n> and fair 8yrtniC| return* 

VIL 
A S O N O. 

I. 
pp AIRy fwcet, and young, receive a pri«e 
•*- Refci-v'd for your vi£^orious eyes : 
From crouds, whom at your feet you feei 
O pity^ and diftinguifh me t 
As I from thoufand beauties more 
DiiUnguifli you, and only you adore. 

Your face for eonqueft was defign'd> 
Your every motion charms my mind { 
Angels, when you your filence break. 
Forget their hymns, to hear you ipeak ; 
But when at once they hear and view, 
Are loth to mount, and long to ftay with you. 

IH. 
No graces can your form improve. 
But all are loft, unlefs yoii love $ 
While that fweet paflion you dlfdairt. 
Your veil and beauty are in vain : 
In pity tlien prevent my fate. 
For after dying all reprieve 's too lateb 

Vol. II. P A S O N q. 
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A SONG. 

vni. - 

TT I G H ftate and honours to others impart^ 
•*■'*' But give me your heart : 
That treafure, that treafure alone» 

I beg for my own. 
So gentle a love, fo fervent a fire. 
My foul does infpire 5 
That treafure, that treafure alont , 

I beg for my ovrn. 
Your love let me crave $ 
Give me in poffefiing 
So matchlefs a bleifrng; 
That empire is all I would have. 
Lovers my petition^ 
All my ambition j 
If e'er you difcover 
So faithful a lover. 
So real a flame, 
I'll die, I'll die. 
. So give up my game. 

XL 
R b N D E L A y. 

I. 
^LOE found Amyntas lying, 
^^ , All in tears upon the plain j 
Sighing to himfelf, and crying, 

3 Wretched 
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Wretched I, to love in vain ! 
Kifs me, dear, before my dying ; 
Kifs me once, and eafe my pain \ 
II. 
Sighing to himfelf, and crying. 
Wretched I, to love in vain ! 
Ever fcoming and denying 

To reward your faithful Twain : 
K\& me, dear, before my dying ; 
Kifs me once, and eafe my pain ! 
III. 
Ever fcoming, and denying 

To reward your faithful fwain. 
Cloe, laughing at his crying, 

Told hi|n, that he lovM in vain : 
Kifs roe, dear, before my dying 3 
Kifs me once, and eafe my pain ! 
IV. 
Cldtf laughing at his crying, 

Told him, that he lovM in vain f 
But, repenting, and complying, 

When he kifs'd, ihe kifs'd again : 
KifsM him up befare kis dying ; 
KifsM him up, and eas'd his pain. 
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X. 

A SONG. 
L 

f^ O tell Araynta, gentle fwain, 
^^ I would not die) nor dare complain : 
Thy tuneful voice with numbers join. 
Thy words will more prevail than mine. 
To fouls opprefsM, and dumb with grief. 
The gods ordain this kind relief; 
That muiic ihould in founds convey. 
What dying lovers dare not fay. 

II. 
A (igh or tear, perhaps, fhe*ll give. 
But love on pity cannot live. 
Tell her that hearts for hearts were made^ 
And lov^ with love is only paid. 
Tell her my pains fo fail increaie. 
That foon they will be paft redrefs ; 
But ah ! the wretch, that ipeechlefs lies. 
Attends but death to cloie his eyes. 

XI. 
A SONG to ft fair yomig L a d r, 

Goiiig out of the Town in the Spring. 

I. 

ASK not the caufe, why fullen Spring 
^^ So long delays her flowers to bear j 
Why warbling birds forget to fmg. 
And winter ftorms invert the year : 



Chloris 
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Chloris is gone, and fate provides 
ITo make it Springt where (he refides. 

' II. 

Chloris is gone, the cruel fair ; 

* She caft not back a pitying eye : 
But left her lover in defpair, ^ 

To (igh, to languifh, and to die : 
Ah, how can thofe fair eyes endure 
To give the wounds they will not cure ! 

III. 
Ortat god of bve, why haft thou made 

A face that can all hearts command) 
That all religions can invade. 

And change the laws of every kmd? 
Where thou hadft placM fuch power before. 
Thou (houldft have made her mercy more, 

IV. 
"When Chloris to the temple coi^s. 

Adoring crowds before her fall s 
She can reftore the dead from tombs* 

And every life but mine recaU 
I only am by Love defignM 
Tq be the vi6Um for mankind* 
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ALEXANDER'S FEASTs 

Or, the Power of Music, 

An Ode, in honour of St. C B c i l i a's Day* 
I. 

»np WAS aMie royal feaft, for Perfia won 
'*' By Philip's warlike fon : 

Aloft in awful ftate 
The godlike hero fate 

On his imperial throne : . 
His valiant peers were plac'd around $ 
Their brows with rofes and with myrtles bound. 

(So ihould defert^in arms be crown'd : 
The lovely Thais, by his fide, 
Sate like a blooming Eaftern bride 
In flower of youth and beauty's pride. 
^^PP7> happy, happy pair ! 
None but the br^e. 
None but the brave, 
None but the brave deferves the fair. 

CHORUS. 
^^Jpy* ^^PPy* hapfypmrl 
None but tbt bravei 
None hut tbe bra*ue, 
' None but tbe bra<ve defer«ves tbt fairy, 
II. 
Timotheus, plac'd on high 
Amid the tuneful quire. 
With flying fingers touchM the lyre c 
The trembling notes afcend the (ky, 

And heavenly joys infpire. 

The 

Digitized by Google 



ODE ON St. C£CILTA*S Day. ^19 

The fong began from Jove, 
'Who left his blifsful feats above, 
(Such is the power of mighty love.) 
A dragon*s fiery form bely'd the gods 
Sublime on radiant fpires he rode. 

When he to fair Olympia prefsM t 
And while he fought her fnowy breail : 
Then, round her flendcr waift he curlM, 
And fhunpM an- image of himfelf, a fovercign of the 

world. 
The liftening crovyd admire the lofty found, 
A prefent deity, they fliout around : 
A prefent deity the vaulted roofs rebound : 
With ravifliM ears 
The monarch hears, 
Aifumes the god, 
Affects to nod. 
And feems to (hake the fpheres. 

CHORUS. 
intb ravi/b^d ears 
^be monarcb bears, 
Afumes tbe god, 
AffeSs to nod. 
And feems to/bake tbejpberes. 
, III. 
The praife of Bacchus then, the fweet roufician fung | 
Of Pacchus ever fair and ever young : 
The jolly god in triumph comes $ 
Sound the trumpets ; beat the drums $ 
Fluih*d with a purple grace 
He ihcws his honeft face : 

P 4 Now 
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Now give the hautboys breadi j he comes, he comes. 
Bacchus^ ever fair and young. 

Drinking joys did fir^ ordain $ 
Bacchus' blediflgs are a treaim. 
Prinking is the ibidier^s pleafure t 
Bich ehe treaAife, 
Sweet the pleafure, 
Sweet is pleafure after pain, 

fc H O R U 5. 

Bacchus^ hleffin^s are a treafure. 
Drinking is the foUUer*s pleafun^ 
Rich the treafure^ 
S*weet the pleafure i 
Sweet is pleafure aftfr pain, 
IV. 
SoothM with the found, the king grew vain \ 
Fought all his battles o'er again i 
And thrice he routed all his foes ^ and thrice he flew th^ 
(lain. 
The mafter faw the madne(s rife j 
His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes ; 
And while he heaven and earth defy'd, 
Chang'd his hand, and check'd his pride. 
He chofc a mournful Mufe 
Soft .pity to infufe : 
He fqng Darius great %tii good. 

By too fevere a fate. 
Fallen, fallen, fallen, fallen, 
fallen froito his high eftate, 
A nd weltring in his blood | 

Pcfcrtcd, 
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Deferted, at his titmoft need, 
By thoie his former bounty fed : 9 

On the bare earth exposed he lies* 
With not a friend to clofe his eyes. 
With down-caft looks the joyleft viftor (ate» 
RevolTing in his altered foui 

The various turns of chance bek>w { 
. And, now and then, a figh he ftole | 
And tears bc^aa to £ovr. . 

CHORUS. 
Revolving in bis alter" d foul 

The various turns of chance below ; 
And^ mnv and iben, a figb befiole i 

And tears began to Jhvj* 

V. 

The mighty mafter fmil'd, to fee 
That love was in the next degree : 
*Twas but a kindred-found to move. 
For pity melts the mind to love. 

Softly fweet, in Lydian meafures. 

Soon he foothM his foul to pleafures. 
War, he fung, is toil and trouble \ 
Honour but an empty bubble ; ^ 

Never ending, ftill beginning. 
Fighting ftill, and ftill deftroying : 

If the world be worth thy winnings 
Think, O think, it worth enjoying : 

Lovely Thais fits bcfide thee. 

Take the good the gods provide thee. 

The 
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The many rend the ikies with loud applaufe $ 
.So Lov# was crownMy but Mufic won the caufe. 
The prince, unable to conceal his pain* 
Gaz'd cm the fair 
Who caus'd his care. 
And fighM and look*d» figh'd and looked, 
Sigh*d and look'd, and ixgh'd again : 
At length, with love and wine at once opprefs*d» 
The vanquifliM viAor funk upon her breaft. 
CHORUS. 
ne prince, unable to conceal bis fain, 
GasCd on the fair 
Wbo caused bis care^ 
Andjigh'd and bokTd, figh'd and looked. 
Sighed and look'dy and Jig^d again t 
At iengtb, ivitb hue and wine at once opfrefs'd, 
Tbe 'vanquijb^d <vi^or funk upon her breaft, 

VI. 
Now ftrike the golden lyre again : 
A louder yet, and yet a louder ftrain. 
Break his bands of deep afunder. 
And roufe him, like a rattling peal of thunder* 
Hark, hark, the horrid found 
Has raisM up his head : 
As awak'd from the dead. 
And amazM, he ftares around* 
Revenge, revenge, Timotheus cries. 
See the furies arife i 
See the fnakes that they rear. 
How they hifs in their hair, 
And the iparkles that fiafli from their eyes ! 

Behold 
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Behold a ghaftly band^ 
Each a torch in his hand ! 
Thofe are Grecian ghofts, that in battle were fiaifl. 
And unburjrM remain 
Inglorious on the plain : 
Give the vengeance due 
To the valiant crew. 
Behold how they tofs their torches on high. 
How they poitit to the Perfian abodes. 
And glittering temples of their hoftile gods. 
The princes applaud, with a furious joy ; 
And the king feizM a flambeau with zeal to deftroy ; . 
Thais led the way, 
To light him to his prey. 
And, like another Helen, firM another Troy. 

CHORUS. 
And tbe kingfeix^d a flambeau ivitb zeal to deftroy j 
Tbais led tbe luay. 
To ligbt bim to bis frey^ 
JbUl^ like another Helen, fir^d anotber Troy. 
VII. 
Thus, long ago, 
Ere heaving bellows learn'd to blow. 

While organs yet were mute; 
Tiraotheus, to his breathing flute. 
And founding lyre. 
Could fwell the foul to rage, or kindle foft defirc. 
At laft divine Cecilia came, 
Inventrefs of the vocal frame 5 
The fweet enthufiaft, from her facred ftore, 

EnlargM 
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Enlai^M the former narrow bouads. 

And added length tofolemn founds. 
With nature's mother-wit, and arts unknown before. ' 
Let oM Timotheus yi^ld the prize. 

Or both divide the crown ; 
He raisM a mortal to the ikies | 

She drew an angel down. 

Grand CHORUS. 
At lafty divine Cecilia came^ 
Iwventrefs of the 'vocal frame j 
nff^jjeet entbufiaftt from her facredftGre, 
Enlarg'd the former narro'w hounds^ 
And added length to folemn founds^ 
mtb nature's mother-<wit, and arts unhmm before. 
Let old Timotheus yield the prize. 

Or both divide the croivn j 
He raised a tnortal to the Jkies j 
She drenu an angel dotAm. 

XIII. 
The secular MASQ^UE. 

Enter Janus. 
Janus. /^Hronos, Chronos, mend thy pace, 
^^ An hundred times the rolling fun 
Around the radiant belt has run 
In his revolving race. 
Behold, behold the goal in fight. 
Spread thy fans, and wing thy flight. 

Enter 
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Enter Chkoh OS, *witb afcytbe in his band^ and a globe 
on bis back j ivbicb be fits diywn at bis entrance, 

CHRaMOS. Weiry, weaiy of my weight. 
Let me, let me drop my freight. 

And leave the nwoiid behind* 
,1 could not bear. 
Another year, 
The load of human^kind. 
Enter Momvs laugbing, 
^OMVS. Ha ! ha ! ha ! ha! ha ! ha ! wellhafl thou done 
To lay down thy pack, 
And lighten thy back. 
The world was a fool, e'er fince it begun. 
And fince neither Janus, nor Chronos, nor I, 
Can hinder the crimes. 
Or mend the bad times, 
•Tis better to laugh than to cry. 
Cho* of all three. ^Tis better to laugb tban to cry. 
Janus. Since Momus comes to laugh below. 
Old Time begin the fliow. 
That he may fee, in every fceiie. 
What changes in this age have been. 
CHROOUs.Then, goddefs of the filrer bow, bepn. 
[Uorm^ or bunting mufie, tvitbin,"] 

Enter Diana. 
Di. With horns and with hounds, I waken the day | 
And hye to the woodland-walks away j 
I tuck up my robe, and am buikin'd foon. 
And tie to my forehead a wexing moon. 

I courie 
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I courfe the fleet flag, unkennel the fox. 
And chace the wild goats o^er fummitt of 

rocks, 
With Ihouting and hooting wc pierce through 

theiky» 
And Echo turns hunter, and doubles the cry. 

Cho. of all. H^itbflfotUmg and booting «vot pierce through 
tbefy. 
And Echo turns hunter ^ and Rubles the cry, 

Janus. Then our age was in* t's prime, 
Chronos. Fi-cc from rage : 
Diana. And free from crime. 

MoMUS. A very merry, dancing, drinking. 

Laughing, quaffing, and unthinking time. 
Cho. of all. ^ben our age nvas in */V prime, , 

Free from rage^ and free from crime, 
A nfety merry ^ dancings drinking. 
Laughing^ qu£^gt and unthinking time. 
[Dance of Diana^s attendants,'] 
Enter Mars. 
Mars. Infpire the vocal brafs, infplref 
The virorid is paft its infant age i 
Arms and honour. 
Arms and honour. 
Set the martial mind on fire. 
And kindle manly rage. 
Mars has lookM the iky to red ; 
And Peace, the lazy good, is fled. 
Plenty, peace, and pleafure fly i 

The 
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The fpriglitly green, -^ 

In woodland-walkSy no more is feen $ 
The fprightly green has drunk the Tyrian dye. 

Cho. of all. Plenty^ peace^ &c. 

Mars. Sound the trumpet, beat the dram ; 
Through all the world around, 
Sound a reveille, found, found. 
The warrior god is come. 

Cho. of all. Sound the trumpet^ &c. 

Mom vs. Thy fword within the fcabbard keep, 
And let mankind agree \ 
Better the world were faft afleep. 
Than kept awake by thee. 
The fools are only thinner. 

With all our coft and care \ 
But neither fide a winner. 
For things are as they were. 
Cho. of all. Hie fools are only, &c. 

Enter Venus. 
Venus. Calms appear, when ftorms are paft ; 

Love will have his hour at laft : 

Nature is my kindly care } 

Mars deftroys, and I repair: 

Take me, take me, while you may> 

Venus comes not every day. 
Cho. of all. Taki ber, ^ake ber, &c. 
pHRONOs.The world vm then fo light, 

I fcarcely felt the weight $ 

Joy rurd the day, and love the night. 

But, 
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But, fmce the qoeen of pkafure left the 
■ ground, 
IliMAt, Hag, 
And feebly drag 

The pondrous orb arouiid. 
Mom vs. All, all of a piece throughout; 
Point- J 

ing to > Thy chacc bad a beaft in view j 
Diana 3 

[To Mars] Thy wars brought nothing aVout ; 
tTo Venus] Thy lovers were all untrue, 
Janus. 'Tis well an old age k out, 
Chronos. And time to begin a new. 
Cho. of all. All^ aUof a piete tbnughom 5 

7^ chace bud a heaft in inf^ : 

Tby nvars brought nothing about ^ 

Tbjf kverj ivere aUuMtrue, 

"'TIS iveU an old age is out. 

And time to begin a netu. 

Pance of hutttfmtn, nymphs, warriors* and loven. 
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SONG of a Scholar and his Mistress, 
who being crofs'd by their Friends, fell mad for 
one another ; and now firO: meet in Bedlam* 

[Music within.] 

^be Lovers enter at oppoftte doors^ each held fy a Keeper. 

Phyllis. T 00 K, look, I fee — I fee my love appear ! 
-Lrf 'Tishe— —'Tish3 alone i 
For, like him, there is none : 
^Tis the dear, dear man, 'tis thee, dear. 

Amyntas. Hark ! the winds war ; 
The foamy waves roar 5 
I fee a (hip afar : 

Tofling and toflirtg, and miking to the fhore : 
But what 's that I View, 
So radiant of hue, 
St. Hermo, St. Hermo, that fits t)pon the fails ? 

Ah! No, no, no* %. 

St. Hermo, never, never (hone £0 brig^ht \ ^ 
*Tis Phyllis, only Phyllis, can (hoot fo fl^ 

light: 
•Tis Phyllis, 'tis Phyllis, that faves the Ihip 

alone. 
For all the winds are hufh'd, and the ftorm 
is overblown. 
Phyllis. Let me go, let me run, let me fly to his arms. 
Vol. II. Q^ Amyntas. 
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Amyntas. If all the fates combine. 
And all the fpnes join, 
I' 11 force my way to Phyllis, and hires^ 
through the charm. 
{Here tbey break from their keeper s^ rum 
to each other f and embrace,^ 

Phyllis. Shall I marry the man I love ? 

And (ball I conclude my pains ? 
Now blefsM be the powers above, 
I feel the blood bound in my veins ; 
With a lively leap it began to move. 
And the vapors leave my brains. 
Amyntas. Body joinM to body, and heaxt }oinM to heart. 
To make fure of the cure. 
Go call th& man in black, to mumble o^er his 
part. 

Phyllis. But foppofehe (boold ftay— 

Amyntas. At worft if he delay, 

^Tis a work muft be done. 

We Ml borrow but a day. 

And the better, the iboner begun. 

Cho* of both. At mjorfi if he delay ^ Sec. 

iTbey run out together hand in bimdJ\ 
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PROLOGUES 

AND 

EPILOGUES. 



I. 

Proloovb, fpoken the firft day of the King's 
Houfe ailing after the Fire. 

Q O Ihipwrcck'd paflengcr« efcape to laiK}, 

*^ So look they, when on the bare beach they (land 

Dropping and cold^ and their firft fear fcarce o''er» 

Expelling famine on a defart fhore. 

From that hard climate we muft wait for bread. 

Whence ev'n the natives, forc'd by hunger, fled. 

Our fiage does human chance prefent to view. 

But ne'er before was feen fo fadly true : 

You are chang'd too, and yourpretence to fee 

Is but a nobler name for chanty. 

Your own provifions furnilh out our feafts, 

While you the founders make yourfelvcs the guefe. 

Qf all mankind befide fate had fome care, 

But for poor wit no portion did prepare, 

•Tis left a rent-charge to the brave and fair. 

You cherifh'd it, and now its fall you mourn. 

Which blind unmannerM zealots make their icorn. 

Who think that Are a judgment on the ftage. 

Which fparM not temples in its furious rage. 

Q^i But 
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But as our new-built city rifes higher. 
So from old theatres may new afpire. 
Since iate contrives magnificence by fire. 
Our great metropolis does far furpafs 
Whate^r is now, and equals all that was : 
Our wit as far does foreign wit excel, 
And, like a king, (hould in a palace dwell. 
But we with golden hopes are vainly fed. 
Talk high, and entertain you in a Ihed t 
.Your prefifnce here, for which we humbly fuei 
Will grace old theatres, and build up new. 



II. 

Prologue fpoken at the Opening of the New 

Houfe, March 26, 1674. 

A Plain-built houfe, after fo long a ftay, 
■*^ Will fend you half uniatisfy'd away 5 
When, fall'n from your expefted pomp, you find 
A bare convenience only is defignM. 
You, who each day can theatres behold. 
Like Nero*s palace, ihlning all with gold. 
Our mean ungilded ftage will fcorn, we fear. 
And, for the homely room, difdain the chear. 
Vet now cheap druggets to a mode are grown. 
And a plain fuit, fince we can make but one. 
Is better than to be by tarni(h*d gawdry known. 
They, who are by your favours wealthy made, 
With mighty fums may carry on the trade : 
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We, broken bankers, half deftroy'd by fire. 

With our fmall ftock to humble roofs retire j 

Tity our lofs, wl^ile you their pomp admire. 

For fame and honour we no longer ftrive^ 

We yield in both, and only beg to live s 

Unable to fupport their vaft expence, 

Who bu*\ld and treat with fuch magnificence ; 

That, like th* ambitious monarchs of the age. 

They give the law to our provincial ftage. 

Great neighbours enyiouily promote excefs. 

While they impofe their fplendor on the lefs. 

But only fools, and they of vaft eftate, 

Th' extremity of modes will imitate. 

The dangling knee-fringe, and the bib-cravat. 

Yet if fome pride with want may be allow'd. 

We in our plainnefs may be juftly proud : 

Our royal mafter will'd it Ihould be fo ; 

Whatever he 's pleasM to own, can need no fliow : 

That faicred name gives ornament and grace. 

And, like his ftamp, makes bafeft metals pafs. 

•Twere folly now a ftately pile to raife, 

To build a playhoufe while you throw down plays ; 

While fcenes, machines, and empty operas reign. 

And for the pencil you the pen difdain : 

While troops of famifliM Frenchmen hither drive. 

And laugh at thofe upon whofe alms they live : 

Old English authors vani/h, and give place 

To thefe new conquerors of the Norman race. 

More tamely than your fathers you fubmit 5 

You 're now grown vaflals to them in your wit. 

.<ij Marki 
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Marl^, when they play, how our fine fopt advance. 

The mighty merits of their men of France, 

Keep time, cry Bcjt, and humour the cadence. 

Well, plcafe yourfelves ; but fure 'tis underftood. 

That French machines ha^e ne'er done England gopdt 

I would notprophefy our boufe's fate : 

But while vain fliows and fcenes you overrmtCy 

'Tis to be fear'd— 

That as a fire the former houTe o'ert&rew, 
Machines and tempefts will deilroy tbp new. 

in. 

Epilogue on the faoie Qccafioa^ 



'T* HOUGH what our Prologue faid was fadly true,^ 
-^ Yet, gentlemen, our homely hpufe is new, V 

A charm that feldom fails with, wicked, yoy« J 

A country lip may have the velvet touch j . - 

Though flje *s no lady, you may think her fueh : y 
A ftrong^ imagination may ^o much. J 

But you, loud firs, who through your curl§ look big, 
^ Critics in plume and white valiancy wig. 
Who lolling on our foremoft benches fit. 
And ftill charge firft, fhe true forlorn of wit j 
Whofe favours, like the fun, warm where you roll. 
Yet you, like him, have neither heat nor foul j 
So may your hats your foretops never prefs, 
tJntouch'd your ribbons, facred be your ^refs ; 
So may you {lowly p old age advance. 
And have th' cxcufe of youth for ignorance: 
So may fop-corner full of noife remain, 
And drive far oflPthe dull attentive traini 

Sq 
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So may. your midnight fcowcring^s happy prov«> 

And mprning batteries force your way to love j 

So may not France your warlike hands recal. 

But leave you by each other^'s fwords to fall : 

As you come here to ruiBe vizard punk^ 

When fober, rail, and roar when you are drunk. 

But to the wits we csm fome merit plead. 

And urge what by themfelves has oft been faid : 

Our houfe relieves the ladies from the frights 

Of ill-pavM iheetSy and loog daik winter nights; 

The Flanders horfe» from a cold bleak road. 

Where bears in furs dare fcarcely look abroad; 

The audience from worn plays and fuftian ftuff. 

Of rhyme, more naufeous than three boys in buff. 

Though in their houfe the poets heads appear^ 

We hope we may prefume their wits are here. 

The beft which they referv'd they now will play, Tf 

For, like kind cuckolds, though w** have not the way ^ 

To pleafe, we '11 find you- abler men who may. , ^ 

If they (hould fail, for laft recruits we breed 1 

A troop of frifking Monfieurs to fucceed : C 

You know the French fure cards at time of need. J- 

IV. 

Prologue to the Univerfity of Oxford, 1674/ 
Spoken by Mr. Hart. 

pOETS, your fubjefts, have their parts ailignVi 
* T' unbend, and to divert their fovereign^s mind ; 
When tir'd with following nature, you think fit 
To feek repofe in the cool (hades of wit, 

Qj|. And, 
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And, from the fwect retreat, with joy furvey 

What refts, and what is conquerM, of the way. 

Here, free yourfclves from envy, care, and ftrife. 

You view the various turns of human life : 

8afe in our fcene, through dangerous courts you go^ 

And, undebauch*d, the vice of cities know* 

Your theories are here to pra£lice brought. 

As in niechantc operations wrought ; 

And man, the, little world, before you fet^ 

As once the fphere of cryftal fliewM the great* 

Bleft fure are you above all mortal kind. 

If to your fortunes you can fuit your mind : 

Content to fee, and fliun, thofeiUs we ihow,. 

And crimes on theatres alone to know. 

With joy we bring what our dead authors writ. 

And beg from you the value of their wit s 

7hat Shakefpeare's, Fletcher^s, and great Jonfon^t 

claim, 
May be renewM from thofb who gave them fame. 
None of our living poets dare appear ; 
For Mufcs fo fevcre are worihip'd here. 
That, confcious of their faults, they /hun the eye. 
And, as prophane, from facred {91 aces fly. 
Rather than fee th* offended God, and die. 
Vfe bring no impcrfcftions, but our own 5 
Such faults as made are by the makers fliown : 
And you have been fo kind, that we may boaft. 
The greatcft judges ftill can pardon moft. 
Poets muft (loop, when they would pleafe our pit, 
Pebas'd'ev*n to the Jevcl of their wit j 

Difdainlng 
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Pifdaining that, which yet they know will take. 
Hating therafelves what their applaufe muft make. 
But when to praife from you they would afpire. 
Though they like eagles mount, your Jove is higher* 
So far your knowledge all their power tranfcends. 
As what (hould be beyond what Is extends. 

V. 
PROLOGUE to CIRCE. 

[By Dr. D A V E N A N T, 1675.] 

^T 7* ERE you but half fo wife as you're fevere, 
^ ^ Our youthful poet ihould not need to fear: 
To his green years your cenfures you would fuit. 
Not blaft the bloflbm, but expe6^ the fruit, 
The fex, thstf beft does pleafure underftand. 
Will always choofe to err on t'other hand. 
They check not him that's aiikwardin delight, 
But clap the young rogue's cheek, and fet him right. 
Thus heaiten'd well, and flefh'd upon his prey. 
The youth may prove a man another day. 
Your Ben aAd Fletcher, in their firft young flighty 
Did no Volpone, nor no Arbaces write ; 
But hoppM about, and ihort excurfions made 
From bough to bough, as if they were afraid, 
And each was guilty of fome flighted maid. 
Shakefpe^re's own Mufe her Pericles firft bore ; 
The prince of Tyre was elder than the Moor : 
'Tis miracle to fee a firft good play ; 
AH hawthorns do not bloom on Chriftmas-day. 
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A (lender poet muft have time to grow, 

And fpread and borniih as his brothers do. 

Who ftill looks lean. Aire with Tome pox is curft s- 

But no man can be Faiftaff-fat at fuft. 

Then -damn not, but indulge his rude eflayS) 

Encourage him, and bloat him up with praiie» 

That he may get more bulk before he dies : 

He 's not yet fed enough for facriiice. 

Perhaps, if now your g^race you will not gnidgc» 

He may grow up to write, and you to judge. 

VI. 
Epilogue intended to have been fpok^n by the 
Lady Hen. Mar. WentwortHj when 
Calisto was a£ied at Court. 

A S Jupiter I made my court in vab ; 
"^*- I '11 now aflurae my native (hape again. 
I' ni weary to be fo unkindly us'd. 
And would not be a God to be refused. 
State grows uneafy when it hinders love ; 
A glorious burden, which the wife remove. 
Now as a nymph I need not fue, nor try 
- The force of any lightning but the eye. 
Beauty and youth more than a God command ; 
No Jove could e'er the force of thefe withftand. 
'Tis here that fovereign power admits difpute j 
Beauty fometimes is juftly abfolute. 
Our fullen Cato's, wharfoe'er they fay, 
Ev'n while they frown and di^late laws, obey. 

3 Yoii 
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You, mighty iir» our bonds more eafy makei 

And gracfsfully, what allinvft AifFer, take i 

Above thofe forms the grave 3Sk&, to wear i 

For 'tis not to be wife to be fcverc. 

True wifdom may fome gallantry admits 

And foften bufmefs with the charms of wit. 

Thefe peaceful triumphs with your cares you bought. 

And from the midft of fighting nations brought. / 

You only hear it thunder from afar, 

And fit in peace the arbiter of war : 

Peace, the loath'd raannl, which hot brains defpift. 

You knew its worth, and niade it early prise t 

And in its happy leifure fit and fee 

The promifes of nwre felicity : 

Two glorious nymphs of your own godlike line, 

Whofe morning rays like noontide ftrike and ihine s 

Whom you to fuppliant raonarchs ihall difpofe. 

To bind your friends, and to difarm your foes. 

VIL 

Epilogue to the Man of Mode, or Sir 

FopLiNG Flutter. 

[By Sir George Etherege, 1676.] 

MOST modern wits fuch monftrous fools have 
(hown, 
They feem not of heaven's making, but their own. 
Thofe naufcous harlequins in farce may pafs j 

JJut there goes more to a fubftantial afs : 

Something 
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Something of man muft be exposM to view. 

That, gallants, they may more refemble you. 

Sir Fopling. is a fool fo nicely writ. 

The ladies would mi(blce him for a wit ; 

And, when he fings, talks loud, and cocks would ciyj 

I vow, methinks, he 's pretty conypany & 

So bri(k, fo gay, fo travePd, fo refined. 

As he took pains to graff upon his kind. 

True fops help nature^s work, and go to fcfaool^ 

To file and finiih God Almighty's fool. 

Yet «one Sir FopJing him, or him can call ; 

He *s knight o* th' (hire, and reprefents you all. 

From each he meets he culls whatever he can } . 

Legion "s his name, a people in a man. 

His bulky folly gathers as it goes. 

And, rolling o'er you, like a fnow-ball grows. 

His various niodes from various fathers follow ; 

One taught the tofs, and one the new French wallow. . 

His fword-knot this, his cravat that defigpa'd ; 

And this, the yard-long fnake he twirls behind. 

From one the facred periwig he gain'd. 

Which wind ne'er blew, nor touch of hat prophanM« 

Another's diving bow he did adore. 

Which with a fhog cafts all the hair before, 

Till he with full decorum brings it back. 

And rifcs with a water-fpanicl Ihake. 

As for his fongs, the ladies dear delight, 

Thefe fure he took from moft of you who write. 

Yet every man is fafe from what he fear'd j 

For no one fool is hunted from the herd. 

vm. Epilogue' 
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VIII. 

Epilogub to MiTHRiDATEs^ King of Poxitus* 

By Mr. N. Lee, 167S. 



1 



XT' OU -VE feen a pair of faithful lovers die : 
"* And much you eare 5 for moft of you will cry, 
'Twas a juft judgment on their conftancy. 
For, heaven be thankM, we live in fuch an age. 
When no man dies for love, but on the ftage : 
And ev'n thofe martyrs are but rare in plays 5 
A curfed fign^ how much true faith decays. 
Love is nD more a violent deHre ; 
'Tis a meer metaphor, a painted fire. 
In all our fex, the name examinM well, 
*Tis pride to gain, and vanity to tell. 
In woman, *tis of fubtle intereft made : 
Curfe on the punk that made it firft a trade t ' 

She firft did wit's prerogative remove. 
And made a fool prefume to prate of love. 
Let honour and preferment go for gold 5 
But glorious beauty is not to be fold : 
Or, if it be, 'tis at a rate fo high. 
That nothing but adoring it fliould buy. 
Yet the rieh cullies may their boafting fpare } 
They purchafe but fophifticated ware. 
'Tis prodigality that buys deceit, 
Whire both the giver and the taker cheat. 
Men but refine on the old half-crown way ; 
And womea fight, Kkc SwifTcrs, for their pay. 
«; " IX, Prolocve 
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IX. 

PrOEOOUB to CiKSAR BOROIA. 

[By Mr. N. L s E, i6«o.] 

npH' unhappy man, who cntc has trtird a pen, 
'^ Lives not to pleafe himfelf, hut other men; 
Is always drudging, waHes his life and blood. 
Yet only eats and drinks what you think good« 
What praife foe'er the poetry deferve, 
Yet every fool can bid the poet ftarve. 
That fumbling letcher to revenge is bent, 
Becaufe he thinks himfelf or whore is meuit t 
Name but a cuckold, all the city fwaims j 
From LeadenhaH to Ludgate is in arms : 
Were there no fear of Antichrift or France, 
In the bleft time poor poets live by chance. 
Either you come not here, or, as you grace 
Some old acquaintance, drop into the place, 
Carelefs and qu^lmi/h with a yawning face : 
You fleep o'er wit, and by my troth you may } 
Moft of your talents lie another way. 
You love to hear of fome prodigious talc. 
The bell that toUM alone, or Iriih whale. 
News is your food, and you enough provide. 
Both for yourfelves, and all the world be£de. 
One theatre there is of vad refort. 
Which whilome of Requefts'was calicd the Court} 
But now the great Exchange of News *tis bight. 
And full of hum and buz from naqn tiU night. 



I 
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Up ftairs and down you ruiiy as for a race. 

And each man wears three nations in his face. 

So big you look, though claret you retrench. 

That, armM with bottled ale, you bufF the French. 

But all yoyr entertainment ftill is fed 

By villains in your own dull ifland bred. 

Would you return to us, we dare engage 

To {hew you better rogues upon the ftagc. 

You know no poifon but plain rat(bane here ; 

Death *s more refinM, and better bred elfewhere. 

They have a civil way in Italy 

By fmelling a perfume to make you die ; 

A trick w:ould make you lay your fnuff-box by. 

Murder *s a trade, fo known and pra£lis'd there. 

That *tis infallible as is the chair. 

But, mark their feaft, you ihali behold fuch pranks j 

The pOpe fays grace, but *tis the devil gives thanks. 

X. 

Prologise to Sophonisba, at Oxford^ i68o» 

'T^HESPI^, the firft profeflbr of our art, 

•■' At country wakes, fung ballads from a cart» 
To prove this true, if Latip be no trefpafs, 
Dicitur 5; jidautns vexiiFe Poemata Tfaefpis* 
But ^fchylus, fays Horace in fome page. 
Was the Hrft mountebank that trod the ftage » 
Yet Athene never knew your learned fpoit 
^ tolling poets in a tennis- court. 
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But *ti8 the talent of our Engliih natioiiy 
Still to he plotting fome new reformation t 
And few years hence^ if anarchy goes on, 
Jacfc'Prefbyter ihall here ereft his throne. 
Knock out a tub with preaching once a day. 
And every prayer be longer than a play. 
Then all your heathen wits ihall go to pot. 
For dilbelieving of a Popi(h-plot : 
Your poets (hall be us'd like infidels. 
And word the author of the Oxford bells j 
Nor fliould we 'fcape the fentence, to depart, 
Ev*n in our firft original, a cart. 
No zealous brother there would want a ftone. 
To maul us cardinals, and pelt pope Joan : 
Religion, learning, wit, would be fuppreft. 
Rags of the whore, and trappings of the beaft ; 
Scot, Suarez, Tomof Aquin, muftgodowo. 
As chief fupporters of the triple crown j 
And Ariftotle 's for deftruflion ripe j 
Some fay, he callM the foul an organ*pipe> 
Which by fome little help of derivation. 
Shall then be proved a pipe of infpiration. 

XL 
A PROLOGUE. 

TF yet there be a few that take delight 
-^ In that which reafonable men (hould write i 
To them alone we dedicate this night. 
fThe reft may fatisfy their curious itch 
With city gazettes, or fomeia^otts fpcecliy 

3 Or 
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Or whate'er libel, for the ppblic good, 

Stirs up the fhrove-tide crew to fire and blood, 

Remove your benches, you apoftate pit, 

And take, above, twelve pennywoith of wit 5 

Go back to your dear dancing on the rope. 

Or fee what 's worfe, the devil and the pope. 

The plays that take on our corrupted ftage, 

Methinks, refeftible the diftrafted age 5 

Noife, madnefs, all unreafonable things^ 

That ftrike at fenfc, as rebels do at kings. 

The ftyle of forty-one our poets write. 

And you are grown to judge like forty-eight. 

•Such cenfures our miftaking audience make^ 

That 'tis aimoft grown fcandalous to take. 

They talk of fevers that infeft the brains ; 

But nonfenfe is the new difeafe that reigns. 

Weak ftomachs, with a long difeafe oppreft^ 

.Cannot the cordials of ftrong wit digeft. 

Therefore thin nourilhment of farce ye choofe, 

Deco6lioiis of a barley-water Mufe : 

A meal of tragedy woqld make you ficfc, 

Unleis it were a very tender chick. 

Some fcen^ in fippets would be worth our time ; 

Thofe would go down j fome love ths^t 's poach'd in 

rhyme j 
If thefe ihould fail— — 
We muft lie down, and, after all our coft^ 
Keep holiday, like watermen in froft | 
While you turn players on the world's great ftage. 
And aft yourfelvcs the farce of your own age. 

Vol. II. JSi Xlh Epilogue 
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XII. 

Epilogue to a Tragedy called Tamerlane. 

[By Mr. Saunders.] 

T AD I E S, the bcardlefs author of this day 
"^ Commends to you the fortune of his play. 
A woman wit has often grac'd the ftage j 
But he 's the firft boy-poet of our age. 
Early as is the year his fancies blow. 
Like young Narciflus peeping through the fnow. 
Thus Cowley. bloffom'd foon, yet flourifh'd long j 
This is as forward, and may prove as ftrong. 
Youth with the fair fhould always favour find, 
Or we are damnM diflemblers of our kind. 
What's all this love they put into our parts ? 
'Tis but the pit-a-pat of two young hearts. 
Should hag and grey-beard make fuch tender moan, 
Faith, you 'd ev'n truft them to themfelves alone. 
And cry. Let 's go, here 's nothing to be done. 
Since Love 's our bufmefs, as 'tis your delight. 
The young, who beft can praftife, beft can write. 
What though he be not come to his full power, 
He *8 mending and improving every hour. 
You (ly (he-jockies of the box and pit, 
Ai*e pleas'd to find a hot unbroken wit : 
By management he may in time be made. 
But there's no hopes of an old batter'd jade ; 
Faint and unnerv'd he runs into a fweat, 
And alv/ays fails you at the fecond heat. 

7 XIIL Pr^olocue 
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XIIL 

Prologue to the University of Oxford, 

1681. 

'T^ HE fam'd Italian' Mufe, whofe rhymes advance 
-*' Orlando, and the Paladins of France, 
Records, that, when our wit and fenfe is flown, 
'Tis lodg'd within the circle of the moon, ; 

In earthen jars, which one, who thither foar'd. 
Set to his nofe, fnufFM up, and was reftor'd. 
Whatever tjie ftory be, the moral 's true 5 
The wit we loft in town, we find in you. 
Our poets their fled parts may draw from hence. 
And fill their windy heads with fober fenfe. 
When London votes with Southwark's difagree. 
Here may they find their long-lofl. loyalty. 
Here bufy fenates, to th' old caufe incUnM, 
May fnuff the votes their fellows left behind t 
Your country neighbours, when their grain grows dear. 
May come, and find their laft provifion here t 
Whereas we cannot much lament our lofs, 
Who neither carry'd back, nor brought one crofs. 
We look'd what reprelentatives would bring 5 
But they helpM us, juft as they did the king. 
Yet we defpair not j for we now lay forth 
The Sibyls books to thofe who know their worth j 
And though the firfl: was facrificM before, 
Thefc volumes doubly will the price reftore. 

R» Our 
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Our poet bade iis hope this grace to find. 
To whom by long prefcrlption you are kind. 
He, wliofe undaunted Mufe, witti loyal rage^ 
Has never fpar'd the vices of the age. 
Here finding nothing that his fpleen can raife. 
Is forced to tui'n his fatire into pratfe. 

XTV. 
Prologue to his Royal Highnefs, upon his firfl 
Appearance at the Duke's Theatre, after his 
Return from Scotland, 1682. 

T N thofe cold regions which no fummers chear, 
•* Where brooding darknefs covers half the year, 
To hollow cav€8 the (hivering natives go ; 
Beai-s range abroad, and hunt in tracks of fnow. 
But when the tedious twilight wears away. 
And ftars grow paler at th"* approach of day, 
The longing crowds to frozen mountains run ; 
Happy who firft can fee the glimmering fun : 
The furly favage offspring difappear. 
And curfe the bright fucceffor of the year. 
Yet, though rough bears in covert feek defence. 
White foxes ftay, with feeming innocence : 
That crafty kind with day-light can difpenfe. 
Still we are throngM Co full with Reynard's race. 
That loyal fubje^s fcarce can find a place : 
Thus modeft truth is caft behind the croud : 
Truth fpeaks too low ; hypocrify too loud. 

Ltt 
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Let them be firft to flatter in fuccefs j 

Duty can ftay, but guilt has need to prefs j 

Once,. when true zeal thle Tons of God did caH, 

To make their folemn (hew at Heaven's Whitehall^ 

The fawning devil appeared among the Feft, 

And made as good a courtier as the bcft. 

The friend* of Job, who railM at him- before. 

Came cap in hand when he had three times morCr 

Yet late repentance may, perhaps, be true j 

Kings can forgive, if rebels can but fuc t 

A tyrant's power in rigour is expreft j r 

The father yearns in the true prince's breaft. 

We grant, an o'ergrown Whig no grace can menJ^ 

But moft are babes, that know not tliey offend. 

The croud, to reftlefs motion dill inclined. 

Are clouds, that tack according to the wind-. 

Driven by therr chiefs they ftorms of hailftones pour j. 

Then mourn, and foften to a filcnt (hower. 

O welcome to this much -ofiend rag l»nd. 

The prince that brings forgiveneft in his bimd t 

Thus angels on glad mcfiiges appear : 

Their fiift falute commands us not to feap : 

Thus heaven, that could conftrain us to obey, 

(With reverence if we might prefume to fay) 

Seems to relax the rights of fovereign fway : 

Permits to man the choice of good and ill. 

And makes v% happy by our own free-wilL 
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XV. 

Prologue to the Earl of E s s e x. 

[By Mr. J. Banks, 1682.] 

Spoken to the King and Queen at their coming to the 
Houfe. 

W?" HEN firft the ark was landed on the fhore, 
^ ^ And heaven had vow'd to curfe the ground no 
more ; 
When tops of hills the longing patriarch faw. 
And the new fcene of earth began to draw; 
The dove was fent to view the Waves decreaie, 
And firft brought back to man the pledge of peace. 
'Tis needlefs to apply, when tbofe appear. 
Who bring the olive, and who plant it here. 
We have before our eyes the royal dove. 
Still innocent as harbinger of love : 
The ark is open'd to difmifs the train. 
And people with a better race the plain. 
Tell me, ye powers, why (hould vain man purfue. 
With endlefs toil, each objeft that is new. 
And for the Teeming fubftance leave the true ? 
Why (hould he quit for hopes his certain good. 
And loath the manna of his daily food r 
Muft England ftill the fcene of changes be. 
Toft and tempeftuous, like our ambient fea f 
Muft ftill our weather and our wills agree ? 
Without our blood our liberties we have : 
■Who that is free would fight to be a (lavei 
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Or, 
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Or, what can wars to after-times affiire, 
Of which our prefent age is not fecure ? 
All that our monarch would for us ordain. 
Is but t' enjoy the blelRngs of his reign. 
Our land's an Eden, and the main's our fence. 
While we preferve our ftate of innocence : 
That loft, then beafts their brutal force employ. 
And firft their lord, and then themfelves deftroy. 
What civil broils have coft, we know too well j 
Oh ! let it be enough that once we fell ! 
And every heart confpire, and every tongue. 
Still to have fuch a king, and this king long.. 

XVI. 
An E p I L o G V E for the King's Houfe.. 

# 

"T T rE aft by fits and ftarts, like drowning men. 

But juft peep up, and then pop down again,. 
Let thofe who call us wicked change their fcnfe } 
For never men livM more on Providence. 
Njt lottery cavaliers are half fo poor, 
Nor broken cits, nor a vacation whore. 
Not courts, nor courtiers living on the rents- 
Of the three laft ungiving parljaments : 
So wretched, that, if Pharaoh could divine. 
He might have fparM his dream of feven lean kin«. 
And chang'd his vifion for the Mufes nine. 
The comet, that, they fay, portends a dearth, 
Was bnt a vapour drawn from play-houfe earth : 

R 4 Pent 
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Pent there fince our laft fire, and> Lilly fays, 
Forefliews our change of ftate» and thin third-days^ 
"^Tis not our want of wit that keeps us poor j. 
For then the printer^s prefs would fufter more.. 
Their pamphleteers each day their venona fpit j. 
They thrive by treafbn, and we ftarve by wit.. 
Confefs the truth, whicb of you has not laid 
Four farthings out to buy the Hatfield maid ? 
Or, which is duller yet, and more would fpite us,. 
Democritus'''S wars with Heraclltus ? 
Such are the authors, who have run us down* 
And exercisM you critics of the town. 
Yet thefe are pearls to your lampooning rJiymes,. 
Y' abufe yourfelves more dully than tlie times.. 
Scandal, the glory of the English nation, 
.U worn to rags^ and fcribbled out of faihion. 
Such harmlefs thrufts, as if, like fencers wife,. 
They had agreed- their play before their prize. 
Faith, they may hang their harps upon the willows ; 
'Tis juft like children when they box with pillows. 
Then put an end to civil wars for fhame 5 
Let each knight-errant, who. has wrong'd a dame,. 
Throw down his pen, and give her, as he can^ 
The fatisfa^on of a gentleman. 



XVII. Prolocvb 
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xvir. 

Prolocub totke Loyal Brother : or. The 
Persian Prince. 
[By Mr. Southerne, 1682.]' 

T> OETS^ like kwful monarchs, rul*d the ftagc, 

^ Till critics, like damn'd Whigs, debauched our ugOi. 

Mark how they jump : critics would regulate 

Our theatres, and Whigs reform our ibte : 

Both pretend love, and both (plague vot them !) hate.. 

The critic humbly fsems advice to bring ; 

The fawning Whig petitions to the king : 

But one*^s advice into a fatire Aides ; 

T' other's petition a remonftrance hides. 

Thefe will no taxes give, and thofe no pence 5 

Critics would ftarv« the poet, Whigs the prince* 

The critic all our troops of friends- difcards 5 

Juft fo the Whig would fain pull down the guards*. 

Guards are illegal, that drive foes away. 

As watchful ihepherds that fright beafts of prey.. 

Kings, who difband fuch needlefs aids as thefe,. 

Are fafe^^as long as e^er their fubje^s pleafe : 

And that would be till next queen Befs's night »: 

Which thu^ grave penny chroniclers indite. 

Sir Edmund Bury firft, in woful wife. 

Leads up the (how, and milks tlieir maudlin tyesh. 

There ^s not a butcher's wife but dribs her pait, 

Axui pities the poor pageant from, her heart i 

7 Who* 
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Who, to provoke revenge, rides round the fire. 

And, with a civil cong^, does retire : 

But guiltlefs blood to ground muft never fall ; 

There's Antichrift behind, to pay for all. 

The punk of Babylon in pomp appears, 

A lewd old gentleman of fevcnty years : 

Whofe age in vain our mercy would implore ; 

For few take pity on an old caft-whore. 

The devil, who brought him to the fhame, takes part ; 

Sits cheek by jowl, in black, to cheer his heart | 

Like thitf and parfon in a Tyburn -cart. 

The word is given, and with a Icud huzza 

The mitred puppet from his chair they draw : 

On the flain corpfe contending nations fall : 

Alas ! what's one poor pope nmong them all ! 

He burns j now all true hearts your triumphs ring : 

And next, for faftiion, cr}-, God fave the king ! 

A needful cry in raidft of fuch alarms. 

When forty thoufand men are up in aims. 

But after he ""s once fav'd, to make amends. 

In each fucceeding health they damn his friends : 

So God begins, but ftill the devil ends. 

What if fome one, infpir'd with leal, fliould call. 

Come, let's go cry, God fave him at Whitehall ? 

His bcft friends would not like this over-cai'e. 

Or think him e'er the fafer for this prayer. 

Five praying faints are^by an aft allow'd ; 

But not the whole church-militant in croud. 

Yet, fliould heaven all the tnie petitions drain 

OfPrelbyterians, who would kings maintain. 

Of forty thoufand, five would fcarce remain. 

XVIII. Epilogue 
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XVIIL 
Epilogue to the fame. 



I 



A Virgin poet was fcrv'd up to-day, 
Who, till this hour, ne'er cackled for a play, 
He 's neither yet a Whig nor Tory-boy ; 
But, like a girl whom feveral would enjoy. 
Begs leave to make the bcft of his own natural toy, 
Were I to play my callow author's game. 
The king's houfe would inftruft me by the, name. 
There 's loyalty to one ; I wifh no more : 
A commonwealth founds like a common whore* 
Let hufband or gallant be what they will. 
One pirt of woman is ti*ue Tory ftill. 
If any faflioiis fpirit (hould rebel. 
Our fex, with eafe, can every rifing quell. 
Then, as you hope we (hould your failings hide. 
An honeft jury for our play provide. 
Whigs at their poets never take offence; 
They fave dull culprits, who have murder'd fenfcr 
Though nonfenfc is a naufeous heavy mafs. 
The vehicle call'd Fa6lion makes it pafs. 
Faction in play 's the commonwealth-man's bribe j" 
The leaden farthing of the canting tribe : 
Though void in payment laws and flatutes make it. 
The neighbourhood, that knows the man, will take it, 
"•Tis fa6lion buys the votes of half the pit j 
Thcii's is the pcnfion-parliamcnt of wit. 
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In city-clubs their venom let them vent $ 

For there 'tis fafe, in its own element. 

Here, where their madnefs can have no pretence. 

Let them forget themfelves an hour of fenfe. 

In one poor tfte, why fhould two factions be > 

Small difference in your vices I can fee : 

In drink and drabs both iides too well s^ee. 

Would there were more preferments in the land t 

If places fell, the party could not ftand : 

Of this damnM grievance every Whig com{^ains r 

They grunt like hogs till they have got; their grains* 

Mean time you fee what trade our plots advance ^ 

We fend each year good money into France ; 

And they that know what merchandize we need, 

-Send o'er true Proteftants to mend our breed. 



XIX. 

Prologtje to the Univerfity of Oxford, fpoken 
by Mr. Hart, ^t the adling of the Silent 
Woman. 

T T 7H AT Greece, whenleaming flourifh'd, only knew, 

^ ^ Athenian judges, you this day renew* 
Here too are annual rites to Pallas done. 
And here poetic prizes loft op won. 
Methinks I fee you, crown'd with olives, fit^ 
And ftrike a facred horror from the pit. 
A day of doom is this of your decree. 
Where ev'n the beft arc but by mercy- fi«e • 
A il»Y> which none but Jonfon duift have wifli^dto fee. 

Here 
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Here they, who long have known the ufeful ftage, 

Come to be taught themfelves to teach the age. 

As your coramiffioners our poets go. 

To cultivate the virtue which you fow ; 

In your Lycaeum firft themfelve« refinM, 

And delegated thence ta human -kind. 

But as ambaffadors, when long from home. 

For new inftru^ions to their princes come j 

So poets, who your precepts have forgot, 

Return, and beg they may be better taught : 

Follies and faults elfewherc by them are fhown. 

But by your manners they correft their own. 

Th' illiterate writer, emp'ric-like, applies 

To minds difeas'd, unfafe, chance, remedies : 

The IcarnM in fchools, where knowlege firft began. 

Studies with care th' anatomy of man $ 

Sees virtue, vice, and pafllons, in their caufe. 

And fame from fcience, not from fortune, draws. 

So Poetry, which is in Oxford made 

An art, in London only is a trade. 

There haughty dunces, whofe unlearned pen 

Could ne'er fpell grammar, would be reading men* 

Such build their poems the Lucretian way j 

So many huddled atoms make a play ; 

And if they hit in order by fome chance. 

They call that nature, which is ignorance* 

To fuch a fame let mere town-wits a(pire. 

And their gay nonfenfe their own cits admire. 

Our poet, could he find forgiveneis here. 

Would wiih it rather than a plaudit ihere. 

He 
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He owns no crown from thofc Praetorian bands. 
But knowg that right is in the fenate^s hands. 
Not impudent enough to hope vour praife, \ 

Low at the Mufes feet his wreath he lays, V 

And, where he took it up, refigns his bays. j 

Kings make their poets whom themfelves think fit. 
But *tis your fuf&age makes authentic wit. 



XX. 

Epilogue, fpoken by the fame. 

^^ O poor Dutch peafant, wing'd with all his fear, 
'*'^ Flics with more hafte, when the. French arms 

draw near. 
Than wc with our poetic train come down, 
For rtfuge hither, from th' infefted town : 
Heaven for our flns this fummer has thought fit 
To vifit-vs with all the plagues of wit. 

A French troop fiift fwept all things in its way j 

But thofe hot Monfieurs were too quick to ftay ; 

Vet, to our coft, in that fhort time, we find 

Th^ loft their itch of novelty behind. 

Th' Italian merry-andrews took their place. 

And quite debauched the ftage with lewd grimace i 

Inftead of wit, and humours, your delight 

Was there to fee two hobby-horfes fight ; 

:Stout Scaramoucha with rufh lance rode in. 

And ran a tUt at centaur Arlequin. 

For love you heard how amorous affes bray'd, 

And cats in gutters gave theii* fercnade. 

Nature 
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Nature was out of countenance, an<i each day 
Some new-born monfter (hewn you for a play. 
But when all failM, to ftrike the ftage quite dumb, 
Thofe wicked engines call'd machines are come. 
Thunder and lightning now for wit are play'd. 
And (hortly fcenes in Lapland will be laid : 
Art magic is for poetry profeft ; 
And cats and dogs, and each obfcener beaft. 
To which Egyptian dotards once did bow. 
Upon our Englifh ftage are worihipM now. 
Witchcraft reigns there, and raifes to renown 
Macbeth and Simon Magus of the town, 
Fletcher's defpis'd, your Jonfon's out of fa/hion. 
And Wit the only drug in all the nation. 
In this low ebb our wares to you are fhown 5 
By you thofe ftaple authors worth is known j 
For wit 's a manufafture of your own. 
When you, who only can, their fcenes have prals'd. 
We UI boldly back, and fay, the price is raisM. 

XXI. 

Epilogu e, fpoken at O x f o r d> 
by Mrs. Marshall. 

/^F T has our poet wifli*d, this happy feat 
^^ Might prove his fading Mufe's laft retreat : 
I wonderM at his wifli, but now I find 
He fought for quiet, and conten of mind 5 
Which noifeful towns and courts can never know. 
And only ia the fliades like laurels grow. 

Youth 
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Youth; ere it fees the world, here ftudies reft. 
And age returning thence concludes it bed. 
What wonder if we court that happinefs 
•Yearly to fliare, which hourly youpofiefb, 
Teaching ev'n you, while the vext world we fhow. 
Your peace to value more, and better know ? 
*Ti« all we can return for favours paft^ 
Whofe holy memory ihall ever laft, 
for pationage from him whofe care presides 
O'er every noble art, and every fcience guides s 
Bathurft, a name the learn 'd with reverence know^ 
And fcarcely more to bis own Virgi4 owe ; 
"Whofe age enjoys but what hi« youth ideferv*d. 
To rule, thofe Mufes whom before he ferv'd. 
His learning, and untainted nianners too. 
We find, Athenians, are derivM to you : 
.^uch antient hofpitality there refts 
In yours, as dwelt in the firft Grecian brftadfs, 
Whofe kindnefs was nsligion to their guelb^ 
Such modefty did to our fex appear. 
As, had there been no laws, we need not fear^ 
.Since each of you was our proteftor here. 
Converfe fo chafte, and ib ftrifl virtue fliown. 
As might Apollo with the Mufts oiwn. 
Till our return, we muft defpair to find 
Judges fo juft, fo Icnowin^, and £o kind. 
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xxir. 

Prologue to the Univerfity of Oxford. 

T^Ifcord, and plots, which have undone our age, 

^^ With the fame ruin have o'erwhelm'd the ftage. 

Our houfe has fufferM in the common woe, 

We have been troubled with Scotch rebels too. 

Our brethren are from Thames to Tweed departed. 

And of our fifters, all the kinder-hearted, 

To Edinburgh gone, or coach'd, or carted. 

With bonny bluecap there they atl all night 

For Scotch half-crown, in Engiifli three-pence hight 

One nymph, to whom fat Sir John Falftaff 's lean. 

There with her fingle perfon fills the fcene. 

Another, with long ufe and age decayed, 

Div'd here bid woman, and rofe there a maid, 

Our trufty door-keepers of former time 

There ftrut and fwagger in heroic rhyme. 

Tack but a copper«-lace to drugget fuit. 

And there's a hero made without difpute : 

And that, which was a capon's tail before. 

Becomes a plume for Indian emperor. 

But all his fuBje6ls, to exprefs the care 

Of imitation, go, like Indians, bare: 

LaoM linen there would be a dangerous thing ; 

It might perhaps a new rebellion bring ; 

The Scot, who wore it, would be chofen king. 

But why fliould I thefe renegades defcribe, 

When you yourfelves have Teen a lewder ti-ibe > ' 

Vol. II. . S Teai?ur 
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Tesgue has been he;^, and, to this learned pit» 
With Iriih a^ion flander'd Englifli wit : 
You have beheld fuch barbarous Macs appear. 
As merited a fecond mafTacre : 
Such as, like Cain, were branded with difgrace. 
And had their country ftampM upon their face. 
- When ftrolers durft prcfume to pick your purfe. 
We humbly thought our broken troop not worfe. 
How ill foe'er our aftion may deferve, 
Oxford *s a place where wit can never ftarve, 

xxm. 

Prologue to tKe Univeriity of Oxford. 

THOUGH a^ors cannot much of learning boailj 
Of all who want it, we admire it moSt : 
We love the praifcs of a learned pit, 
As we remotely arc ally'd to wit. 
We fpcak our poets' wit i and trade in ore, 
Like thofe, who touch upon the golden fhorc t 
Betwixt our judges can diftinftion make, 
Difcem how much, and why, our poems take t 
Mark if the fools, or men of fenfe,- rejoice 5 
Whether th' applaufe be only found or voice. 
When our fop gallants, or our city folly. 
Clap over-loud, it makes us melancholy : 
Wr doubt that fcene which docs their wonder raifc, 
And, for their ignorance, contemn their praife. 
Judge' then, if we who aft, and they who write. 
Should not be proud of gtving you delight* 

^ London 
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London likes grofsly ; but this nicer pit 

Examiaes, fathoms all the depths of wit ; 

The ready finger lays on every blot j 

Knows what ihould ^ftly pldafe^ and what /hould not^ 

Mature herfelf lies open to your view ; 

You juc^e by her, what draught of her is true, 

Where otitlines falfe, and colours feem too faint> 

Where bunglers dawb, and whefe true poets paint. 

But, by the facred genius of this place. 

By eveiy Mufe, by each domeftic grace. 

Be kind to wit, which but endeavours well. 

And, wh<)re you jndge, prefumes not to excek 

Our poets hither for adoption xotne. 

As nations fued to be made free of Rome : 

Not in the fuffragating tribes to ftand, 

But in your utmoft, laft, provincial band. 

If his ambition may thofe hopes purfue. 

Who with religion loves your arts and you, 

Oxford to hira a dearer name fliall be. 

Than his own mother univerfity. 

Thebes did his green, unknowing, youth engage ^ 

He choofet Athens in his riper age^ 

XXIVw 

EpiloqOe to Constantino the Great. 

[By Mr. N. L e S, 1684.3 

ir\ UR hero '» happy in the play's cenclufion 5 
7^ The holy rogue at laft has met confufion : 
Though Anus all along appeared a faint, 
The laA 9&, ihcw^d him a true Proteftant^ 

S a Eufebiusj 

Digitize* by Google 



*^ DRYDEN'S POEMS. 

Eufeblus, for you know I read Greek anthcru. 

Reports, that, after all th^efc plot* and (laughters. 

The court of Conftantine was full of glory. 

And every Trinamer turn'd addreffing Tory. 

They foliow'd him in herds as they, were mad : 

When Ciaufe was king, then all the world was glad. 

Whigs kept the places they pofleil before. 

And moft were in a way of getting more ; 

Which was as much as faying, Gcntleftien, 

Here *s power and money to be rogues again .^ 

Indeed, there were a fort of peakrag tools. 

Some call them modeiV, but I call them fools. 

Men much more loyal, though not half fo loud ; 

But thefe poor devils were caft behind the croud. 

For bold knaves thrive without one grain of fcnie. 

But good men ftarve for want of impudence. 

Befides all thefe, there were a fort of wights, 

I think my author caHs them Tckelites, 

Such heaity rogues againft the king and laws. 

They favoured ev'n a foreign rebel's caufe. 

When their own damn'd Aedgn was quafti'd and* aw'd^ 

At leaft, they gave it thci* good vwrd abroad. 

As many a man, who, for a quiet life. 

Breeds out his ballard, net to noife his wife ^ 

Thus o.'er their daj>ling plot thefe Trimmers cry f. 

And though they cannot keep it in their eye. 

They bind it prcntfce fo Count Tekely. 

They believe not the laft plot ;. may I be curft. 

If I believe they e'er believ'd tlie. fir^. 

1 K» 
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No woncUr thf^ir own plot no plot they think ; • 

The rnan, that makes it, never fmells the ftink, 

And now it conaes \at6 my head, I '11 tell 

Why thefe damn'd Trimmers lov'd the Turks fo well. 

Th' original Trimmer, though a friend to no man. 

Yet in h<$ heart ador\i a pretty woman ; 

He knew that Mahomet laid up foi* ever 

Kind black -ey'd rogues, for every true believer -y 

And, which 'was more than mortal man e*er tafted, 

Ontf j^eaftire that for threefcore twelvemonths lafted s 

To turn for. this, may furely be foi-given : 

Who M not be circumcis'd for fuch a heaven i 

XXV. 

Prologue to the Disappointment: 
Or, The Mother in Fashion. 

[ByMr. South ERNE, 1684..] 
Spoken by Mr. BETTERTON. 

TT O W comes it, gentlemen, that now a-days> 
-■■ -■• When all of you fo flirewdly judge of plays» 
Our poets tax you ft ill with want of Icnfe ? 
All prologues treat you at your own expence. . 
Sharp citizens a wifer way can go j 
They make you fools, but never call you fo. 
They, in good-manners, feldom make a flip. 
But treat a common whore with ladyftiip : 
But here each faucy wit at random writes. 
And ufes iadies a$ he ufes knights. 

S 3 Our 
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Our author, young and grateful in his naturr^ 

Vows, that from him no nymph defences a fatirrr 

Nor will he ever draw— I mean his rhyme— 

Againft tire fwcct partaker of his crime; 

Nor is he yet fo bold an tmdertakcr. 

To call men fools' j 'tis railing at their Maker. 

Bcfides, he fears to fplit upon that ftell; 

He 's young enough to be a fop himfelf : 

And, Vhis p^ife can bring^ you aU a-bed^ 

He Iwears fuch hopeful youth no nation ever bred. 

Your nurfes, we prefume, in^ fuch a cafe, ^ 

Your father chofe, becaufe h« lik'd^ the face j > 

And, often, they fupply'd your mother's place. J 

The dry nurfe wa^your mother's ancient maidy 
Who knew forae former flip fhc ne>r betray'd. 
Betwixt them both, for milk and fugar-candy. 
Your fiicking-bottles were well ftorM with brandy. 
Your father, to initiate your difcourfe, " ' 7 

Meant to have taught you firft to fwear and curie^ ^ 
But was prevented by each careful nurfe. J 

For, leaving dad and mam, as names too common. 
They taught you certain parts of man and woman. 
I pafs your fcWls j for there when firft yo« came. 
You would be fure to learn the Lfttm name. 
In colleges you fcorn'd the art of thinking, 
But leam'd all moods and figures of good ckiakmg -. 
Thence come to town, you praaife play, to know 
The virtues of the high dice, and the low. 
Each thinks himfelf a (harper moft profound : 
He cheats by pence t «« cheated by the pound. 

With 
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With thefe perfe6tions, and what elfe he gleans. 

The fpark fets up for love behind our fccnes j 

Hot in purfuit of princefles and queens. 

There, if they know their man, with cunning carnage. 

Twenty to one but it concludes in marriage. 

He hires fome homely room, love's fruits to gather. 

And garret-high rebels againft his fi|ther : 

But he once dead 

Brings her i^ triumph, with her portion, down, 

A toilet, drefling-boxy and half a crown. 

Some marry firft, and then they fall to fcowering. 

Which is, refining marriage into whoring. 

Our women' batten well on their good -nature ; 

All they can rap and rend for the dear creature. 

But while abroad fo liberal the dolt is. 

Poor fpoufe at home as ragged as a colt is. 

Laft, fome there arc, who take their firft degrees 

Of lewdnei« in our middle galleries. 

The doughty bullies enter bloody drunk. 

Invade and grubble one another's punk : 

T^ey caterwaul, and make a difmal rout. 

Call fons of whores, and ftrike, but ne'er Jug out t 

Thus while for paltry punk they roar and ftickle. 

They make it bawdier than a conventicle. 



S 4 XXVI. Prologvk 
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XXVI. 

Prolo3ue to the King and Qvezn, upon the 

Union of the Two Companies in i6S6. 

QINCE faftion ebbs, and rogues grow out cf fafhion, 
^ Their penny-fcribes take care t' inform the nation. 
How well men thrive in this or that plantation : 

How Penfylv^nia's air agreed with Quakers, 
And Carolina's with Aflfociators : 
;;j9>^Both cv*n too good for madmen and for traitors. 

Truth IS, our land with faints is fo run o'er. 

And every age produces fuch a ftore. 

That now there 's need of two New-Englands more. 

What *s this, you Ml fay, to us and our vocation ? 
Only thus much, that we have left our ftation. 
And made this theatre our new plantation. 

The faftious natives never could agree ; 

But aiming, as they call'd it, to be free, ^ 

Thofe play-houfe Whigs fet up for property. 

Some fay, they no obedience paid of late ; 
But would new fears and jealoufies create 5 
Till topfy-turvy they had turnM the ftate. 

Plain fenfe, without the talent of foretelling, 

Might guefs 'twould end in downright knocks and 

quelling : '' 

For feldom comes there better of rebelling. 

When 
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When men will, needlefsly, their freedom barter 
For lawlefs power, foraetiraes they catch a Tartar ; 
There "s a damnM word that rhymes to this, cali'd 
Charter. 

But, fince the viflory with us remains, 

You (hall be calPd to twelve in all our gain%; 

If you'll not think us faucy for our pains. 

Old men (hall have good old plays to delight them j 
And you, fair ladies and gallants, that (light them,- 
We ']! treat with good new plays j if our new wits can 
write tl^em. 

We '11 take no blundering verfe, no fuflian tumor. 
No dribbling love, from this or that prefumer 5 
No dull fat fool (hanimM on the (lage for humour, 

For, faith, Ibme of them fuch vile (KifF have made. 
As none but fools or fairies ever.playM ; 
But 'twas, as (hopmen fay, to force a trade. 

We 've given you Tragedies, all fenfe defying. 
And fmging men, in woful metre dying j 
This 'tis when heavy lubbers will be flying. 

All thefc difafters we well hope to weather ; 
We bring you none of our old lumber hither : 
Whig poets and Whig (heriffs may hang together. 



XXVII. Epilogue 
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'XXVII. 
. E p I L o G V E on the fame Occaiion* 

NEW minift^rs, when firft they get in place, 
Muft have a care to pleafe ; and that *s our cafe s 
Some laws for public welfare we deiign. 
If you, the power fupreme, will pleafe to join : 
There are a fort of prattlers in the pit, 
Who either have, or who pretend to wit t 
Thefe noify firs fo loud their parts rehearfe. 
That oft the phy is filenc'd by the farce. 
Let fuch be dumb, this penalty to fliun. 
Each to be thought my lady's eldeft fon. 
But ftay : methihks fome vizard mafk I fee, 
Caft out her lure from the mid gallery : 
About her all the fluttering fparks are rangM $ 
The noife continues though the fcene is changM : 
Now growling, fputtering, wauling, fuch a clutter, 
*Tis juft like pufs def^dant in a gutter : 
Fine love, no doubt j but ere two days are o'er ye. 
The furgeon will be told a woful ftory. 
Let vizard mafk her naked face €xpofe. 
On pain of being thought to want a nofe : 
Then for your lacqueys, and your ti-ain befide. 
By whatever name or title dignify'd. 
They roar fo loud, you 'd think behind the ftairs 
Tom Dove, and all the brotherhood of bears : 
They 're grown a nufance, beyond all difafters ; 
We've none fo great but their unpaying mailers. 

Wo 
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We beg yoi\, firs, to beg your men, that they 
Would pleafe to .give you leave to hear the play. 
Next in the play-houfc fpare your precious lives ; . 
Think, like good cbiiftians, on your beams and wives s 
Think on your fouls ; but by your lugging forth^ 
It Teems you know how little they are worth. 
If none of thefe will move the warlike lAind, , 
Think on the helplefs whore you leave behind- ' * 
We beg you, laft, our fcene-rooro to forbear. 
And leave our goods and chattels to our care, 
Alas ! our women are but wa(hy toys. 
And wholly taken up in ftage employs : 
Poor willing tits they are : but yet I doubt 
This double duty foon will wear them out. 
Then you are watchM beftdes with jealous care ^ 
What if my lady''s page fliould find you there ? 
My lady knows t' a tittle wha,t there 's in ye j 
No pafling your gilt (hilling for a guinea. 
Thus, gentlemen, we have fummM up in ihort 
Our grievances, from country, town, and court : 
Which humbly we fubmit to your good pleafure ; 
But firft vote money, then redrefs at leifiure. 

XXVIII. 
Prologue to the Princess of Clstes# 
[By Mr. N. L E e, i68f .] 

LADIES 1 (I hope there *s none behind to hear) 
I long to whifper fomething in your ear t 

A fecrct 
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A iecret, which does much my mind perpkx : 

There *s treafon in the play againft our (ex. 

A^man that ^s falfe to love, that vows and cheats^ 

AAd kifles every living thing he meets. 

A rogue in mode, I dare not fpealc too broad. 

One that does fomething to the very bawd. 

Out on him, traitor, for a filthy beaft j 

Nay, and he 's like the pack of all the reft. 

None of them ftick at mark ; they all deceive. 

Some Jew has changM the text, I half believe $ 

There Adam cozen'd our poor grandarae Eve. 

To hide their faults, they rap out oaths, and tear : 

Now> though we lye, we *re too well-bred to fwear; 

So we compound for half the fm we owe. 

But men are dipt for foul and body too j 

And, when found out, excufe tliemfelves, pox cant them. 

With Latin ftufF, " Perjuria ridet Araantum." 

I 'm not book-learn'd, to know that word in vogue. 

But I fufpeft 'tis Latin for a rogue. 

I 'm fure, I never heard that fcritch-owl bollow'd 

Ih my poor ears, but reparation followM. 

How can fuch perjur'd villains e'er be faved ? 

Achitophel 's not half Co falfe to David. 

With vows and foft expreilions to allure, 

Th^-ftand, like foremen of a (hop, demure: 

No fooner out of fight, but they are gadding, 

And for the next new face ride out a- pad ding. 

Yet, by their favour, when they have been klfiing, 

We can perceive the ready money mliTmg. 

3 . Well ! 
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V/e\\ ! we may rai! ; but 'tis as good ev'n wJnk 5 
Something we find, and fomething they will fink. 
B'Jt fince they *re at i-enowncing, 'tis our parts. 
To trump their diamonds, as they trump our hearts, 

XXIX. 
Epilogue to the fame. 

A Qualm of confcience brings me back agaio, 
-^^ To make amends to you befpatter'd men. 
We women love like cats, that hide their joys. 
By growling, fqualling, and a hideous noife. ! 
I raird at wild young fparks j but, withont lying, • 
Never was man worfe thought on for higli-flying. 
The prodigal of love gives each her part. 
And fquandering (hows, at leaft, a noble heart* 
I 've heard of men, who, in fome lewd lampoon. 
Have hirM a friend, to make their valour known.. 
That accufation ftraight this queftion brings ; 
What is the man that does fuch naughty things ? 
The fpanicl lover, like a fneaking fop, 
I>ies at our feet : he 's fcarce worth taking up, 
'Tis true, fuch hefocs in a play go far ; 
But chamber-praftice is not like the bar. 
"When men (uch vile, fuch faint, petitions make> 
"We fear to give, betaufe they fear to take j 
Since modefty "s the virtue of our kind, 
Pray let it be to our own fex confined. 
When men ufurp it from the female nation, 
'Ti» but a work of fupererogation— 

We 
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We (hew*d a princefs in the pUy, *tit tnie» 
Who gave her Csfar more than all hrs due; 
Told her own faults : but I (hould much abhor 
To choofe a hufband for my confeflbr. 
You fee what fate foUowM the faint'like fool. 
For telling tales from out the nuptial fchool. 

Our play a merry comedy had provM, 
Had flie confefs'd fo much to him ihe lov'd. 
True Prcfbytfcrian wives the means would try j 
But damn*d confeifing is fiat Popery. ^ 

XXX. 
Prologue to the Widow Ranter. 

[By Mrs. B E H H, 1690.] 

TTEaven fave you, gallants, and this hopeful age j 

^ •*- Y 'are welcome to the downfall of the ftage : 

The fools have labourM long in their vocation $ 

And vice, the manufacture of the nation, 

Orftocks the town fo much, and thrives €a well, . 

That fops and knaves grow drugs, and will not iell» 

In vain, our wares on theatres are ihown. 

When each has a plantation of his own. 

His caufe ne''er fails ; for whatfoe'er he fpends. 

There 's ftiU God's plenty for himfelf and fneiidj« 

Should men be rated by poetic rules. 

Lord ! what a poll would there be raised from fook ! 

Mean time poor wit prohibited muft lie. 

As if 'twere made fome French commodity. 

Fools 
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Fools you will have, and raisM at vaft expence ; 
And yet, as foon as feen» thsy give offence. 

Time was, when none would cry, That oaf was me | 

Sut now you ftrive about your pedigree. 

Bauble and cap no fooner are thrown down^ 

But there ''s a mufs of more than half the town. ' 

Each one will challenge a child^s part at leaft { 

A (ign the family is well increasM. 

Of foreign cattle there *s no longer need. 

When we Ve fupplyM fb faft with Englifh breed. 

"Well ! flourish, countrymen, drink, fwear, and roarj 

Let every free-bom fubjeft keep his whore. 

And wandering in the wildernefs about. 

At end of forty years not wear her out. 

But when you fee the(e pidures, let none dare 
To own beyond a limb or fingle ihare : 
For where the punk is common, he 's a fot, 
'Who needsi will father what the pariih got. 

XXXL 

Prologue to Arviragvs and Philicia 

Revived : 

[By LODOWICK Carlell, Efq.] 

Spoken by Mr. Hart. 

TTj^ITH fickly actors and an old houfc too, 

~ ^ We *re matchM with glorious theatres and neW| 
And with our alehoufe fcenes, and cloaths bare worn. 
Can neither raife old playsi nor new adorn. 

JS 
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If all thefe ills coold not' undo us quite, 

A brifk French troop is grown your dear delight j 

Who with broad bloody bills call you each day. 

To laugh and break, your buttons at their play j 

Or fee fome (erious piece, which we prefutne 

Is fallen from fome incomparable plume ; 

And therefore, Meflieurs, if you 11 do us grace. 

Send lacquies early to preferve your place. 

We dare not on your privilege intrench, 

Or alk you why ye like them ? they are French. 

Therefore fome go with courtefy exceeding. 

Neither to hear nor fee, but (hew their breeding : 

Each lady ftriving to out-laugh the reft j 

To make it feem they underftood the jeft. 

Their countrymen come in, and nothing pay. 

To teach us Engli/h where to clap the play : 

Civil, egad \ our hofpitable land 

Bears all the charge, for them to underftand : 

Mean time we languifh, and ne^e6led lie, 

Like wives, while you keep better company ; 

And wifli for your own fakes, without a fatire. 

You ^d lefs good breeding, or had more good-nature. 



XXXII, Prologue 
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XXXII. 

PROLOGUE to the prophetess/ 

By Beaumont and Fletcher. 

Revived by Mr. D R Y D E N. 

Spoken by Mr. Betterton. 

"^T THAT Noftradarae, with all his art, can guefs 

^ ^ The fate of our approaching Prophetefs ? 
A play, which, like a pcrfpeftive fet right, 
Frefents our vaft expences cloTe to fight ; 
But turn the tube, and there we fadly view 
Our diftant gains ; and thofe uncertain too : 
A fweeping tax, which on ourfelves we raife. 
And all, like you, in hopes of better days. 
V^Then will our lodes warn us to be wife ? 
Our wealth decreafes, and our charges rife. 
Money, the fweet allurer of our hopes. 
Ebbs out in oceans, and comes in by drops. 
We raife new obje£ls to provoke delight ; 
But you grow fated, ere the fecond fight. 
Falfe men, cv'n fo you Cerve your miftreiles s 
They rife three ftories in their towering drefs j 
And, after all, you love not long enough 
To pay the rigging, ere you leave them off*. 
Never content with what you had before^ 
But true to change, and Engliflimen all Q^er. 
Now honour calls you hencp ; and all your care 
Is to provide the horrid pomp of war. 

Vol. IL T In 
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In plume and fcarf, jack-boots, and Bilboa blade. 
Your fiU'cr goes, that fliould fupport otir trade. 
Gdf unkind' heroes, leave our ftnge to mourn; 
Till rich from vanquifh''d rebels you return; 
And the fat fpoils of Teague in triumph draw. 
His firkin-butter, and his ufqufebaugh. 
Go, conqueror* of your male and female foes; 
Men without hearts, and women without hofe. 
Each bring his love a Bogl^ii captive home ; 
Such proper pages will long trains become 5 
With copper collars, and with brawny backs, 
Quite to put down the* fafhion of our blacks. 
Then (hall the pious Mufes pay their vov^s. 
And furniih all their laurels for your brows ; 
Their tuneful voice (hall rarfe for your delights : 
We want not poets fit to (mg your flights. 
But you, bright beauties, for whofe only fake 
Thofc doughty knight« fuch dangers undertake. 
When they with happy gales are gone away. 
With your propitious prefence grace our play; 
And with a (igh thejr empty feats furvey : 
Then think, on that bare bench my fei-vant fat ; 
I fee him ogle ftill, and hear him chat ; 
Selling facetious bargains, and propounding 
That witty recreation, cal^d dum -founding. 
Their lofs with patience we will try to bear ; 
And would do more, to fee you often here : 
That our dead ftage, revivM by your fafr eyes, 
Under a female regency may fife. 



XXXIIL Pro- 
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XXXIII. 
PROLOGUE TO THE MISTAKES. 

Enter Mr, Bright. 
/^ Entlemcn, we muft beg -four pardon ; here's no 
^^ Pr.^logue to be had to-day 5 our new play is like 
to come on, without a frontiipiece; as bald as one of 
you young beaux, without your periwig. I left cur 
young poet, fniveling and fobbing behind the fcenes, 
and curfmg fomcbody that has deceived him. 

Enter Mr, B o w E N . 
Hold your prating to the audience : here's honeft Mr. 
Williams, juft come in, half mellow, from the Rof'e- 
Tavern. He fwears he is inTpired with claret, and 
will come dn, and that extempore too, either ,with a 
prologue of his own, or fomething like one: O here he 
comes to his trial, at all adventures ; for my part, I wifli 
hlxn a good deliverance. 

[Exeunt Mr, Bright and Mr» Botven, 



1 



Enter Mr, Williams. 
Save ye firs, lave ye ! I am in a hopeful way. 
I Ihould fpeak. fomething, in rhyme, now, for the 

play : 
But the duce take me, if I know what to fay, 
I'll ftick to my friend the author, that, I can tell yc. 
To the laft drop of claret, in ray belly. 
So far I ""m fure 'tis rhyme — that needs no granting : 
And, if my verles feet iiumble-ryou fee my own are 
wanting. 

T a Ottr 
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Our young poet has brought a piece of work. 
In which, though much of art there docs not lurk 
It may hold out three days^-and that*s as long 

Corke. 

But, for this play— (which till I have done, we fliow not) 
What may be its fortune— by the Lord — I know not. 
This I dare fwear, no malice here is writ : 
'*Tis innocent of all things— ev^n of wit. 
He's no high-flyer — he makes no iky-rockets. 
His fquibs are only leveled at your pockets. 
And if his crackers light among your pelf. 
You are blown up ; if not, then he's blown up himfelf. 
By this time, I'm fomething recover'd of my flufter'd 
madnefs : 
, And now, a word or two in fober fadnefs. 
Ours is a common play 5 and you pay down 
A common harlot's price — juft half a crown. 
You 'il fay, I play the pimp, on my friend's fcorej 
But, iince 'tis for a friend, your gibes give o'er 
For many a mother has done that before. 
How 's this, you cry ? an zSiov write?— we know it; 
But Shakelptare was an a£tor, and a poet. 
Has not great Jonfon's learning, often fail'd ? 
But Shakefpeare's greater genius ftill prevail'd. 
Have not fome writing aftors, in this age 
Deferv'd and found fuccefs upon the ftage ? 
To tell the truth, when our old wits are tir'd. 
Not one of us but means to be infpir'd. 
Let your kind prefence grace our homely cheer j 
Peace and the butt, is all our buHnefs here : 
So much for that j— and the devil take fmall beer. 

XXXIV. Epi- 
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XXXIV. 
Epilogue to H e n r y II. 

[By Mr. Mountfort, 1693.] 

Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 

'TpHUS you the fad cataftrophe have feen, 
-*' Occafion'd by a miftrefs and a queen. 
Qiieen Eleanor the proud was French, they fay; 
But Englifli manufafture got the day. 
Jane ClifTord was her name, as books aver: 
Fair Rofamond was but her Norn de guerre. 
Now tell me, gallants, would you lead your life 
With fuch a miftrefs, or with fuch a wife ? 
If one miift be your choice, which d'ye approve. 
The curtain le£^ure, or the curtain love ? 
Would ye be godly with perpetual ftrife, 
Still driKiging on with homely Joan your wife : 
Or take yftrr pleafure in a wicked way. 
Like honeft whoring Harry in tlie play ? 
I guefs your minds: the miftrefs would be taken. 
And naufeous matrimony fent a packing. 
The devil's iii you all; mankind's a rogue; 
You love the bride, but you deleft the clog. 
After a year, poor fpoufe is left I' th' lurch. 
And yon, like Haynes, return to mother-church. 
Or, if the name of Church comes crofs your mindy 
Chapels of eale behind oirr fcenes you find. 
The playhoufe is a kind of market-place ; 
One ciiafFers for a voice, another for a face i 

T J Nar, 
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Nay, fome of you, I dare not fay how many, 
Would buy of me a penVorth for your penny. 
Ev*n this poor face, which with my fan I hide. 
Would make a fhift my portion to provide. 
With fome fmall perquifites I have beiide. 
Though for your love, perhaps, I ihould not care, 
I could not hate a man that bids me fair. 
What might enfue, 'tis hard for me to tell j 
But I was drench'd to-dav for loving well. 
And fear the poifon that would make me fwcll. 

XXXV. 
A PROLOGUE. 

/^ ALLANTS, a haniful poet bids me fay, 
^-' rie 's come to lofe his maidenhead to-day. 
Be not too tierce j for he 's but green of age, 
And ne'er, till now, debauch'd upon the ttage. 
He wants the fufFcring part of refolution, ,^ 
And comes with blufties to his execution. 
.Ere you deflower his Mufe, he hopes the pit ^ 

Will make fome fettlemcnt upoiv his wit. 
Promife him well, before the play begin : 
For he would fain be cozen'd into fin. 
'Tis not but that he knows you mean to fail j 
But, if you leave him after being frail. 
He 'Jl have, at leaft, a fair pretence to rail : 
To call you bafe, and fwear you us'd him ill. 
And put you in the new deferters bill. 
Lord, what a troop of perjur'd nwn we fee { 
Enow to fill another Mercury i 
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But this the ladies may with patience brook : 

Theirs are not the firft colours you forfook. 

He would be loth the beauties to offend ; 

But, if he fliould, he's not too old to mend. 

He's a young plant, in his firft year of bearing j 

But his friend fwears, he will be worth the rearing* 

His glofs is ftill upon him : though 'tis true 

He's yet unripe, yet take him for the blue. 

You think an apricot half green is beftj 

There's fweet and four, and one fide good at leaft» 

Mangos and limes, whofe nourifhraent is little. 

Though not for food, ^re yet preferv'd for pickle^ 

So this green writer may pretend, at leaft, 

To whet your ftomachs for a better feaft» 

He makes this difference in the fexes too j 

He fells to men, he gives himfelf to you. 

To both he would contribute fome delight ; 

A meer poetical hermaphrodite. 

Thus he's equipp'd, both to b^ woo'd, and wooj •^ 

With ar'ms-ofFenfive and defenfive too ; C 

*T|piai'd, he thinks, if neither part will do» ^ 

XXXVI. 
Prologue to A l b u m a z a r» 

TO fay, this Comedy pleas'd long ago. 
Is not enough to make it pafs you nov» 
Yet, gentlemen, your anceftors had wit j 
Whea few men d«nfur'd, and when fewer writ. 

T4 Aai 
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And Jonfon, of thofe few the bed, chofc th]s> 

As the beft model of his mailer- piece : 

Subtle was got by our Albumazar, 

That Alchemift by this Aftrologer ; 

Here he was fafhionM, and we may fuppofe 

He iik'd the fafhion well, who wore the clothes. 

But Ben made nobly his what he did mould j 

What was another'^s lead, becomes his gold : 

Like an unrighteous conqueror he reigns. 

Yet rules that well, which he unjuftly gains. 

But this our age fuch authors does afford. 

As make v/hole plays, and yet fcarce write one word : 

Who, in this anarchy of wit, rob all. 

And what's their plunder, their poflTcfiion call : 

Who, like bold padders, fcorn by night to prey^ 

But rob by fun-(hine, in the face of day: 

Nay fcarce the common ceremony ufe 

Of, Stand, Sir, and deliver up your Mufe ; 

But knock the Poet down, and, with a grace^ 

Mount Pegafus before the owner's face. ^ 

Faith, if you have fuch country Toms abroat^ ^ 

"*Tis time for all true men to leave that road. 

Yet it were modeft, could it but be faid. 

They ftrip the living, but thefe rob the dead:; 

Dare with the mummies of the Mufes play. 

And make love to them the Egyptian wayj 

Or, as a rhyming author would have faid, 

Join the dead living to the living dead. 

Such men in Poetry may claim fome part? 

They iuve the licence, though they want the art ; 
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And might, where theft was prai^'d, for Laureats ftand. 

Poets, not of the head, but of the hand. 

They make the benefits of others ftudying. 

Much like the meals of politic* Jack-Pudding, 

Whofe difh to challenge no man has the courage; 

'Tis all his own, when once he has fpit i' th' porridge. 

But, gentlemen, you Ve all concerned in this j 

You are in fault for what they do amifs : 

For they their thefts dill undifcover'd think, 

And durft not fteal, unlcl's you pleafe to wink. 

Perhaps, you may award by your decree. 

They fhould refund ; but that can never be. 

For fhould you letters of reprifal feal, 

Thcfe men write that which no man elfe would fteal. 



XXXVIL 
An epilogue. 

XT' O U faw our wife was chafte, yet throughly try'rf, 
^ And, without doubt, y' are hugely edify'd j 
For, like our hero, whom we fliewM to-day. 
You think no woman true, but in a play. 
Love once did make a pretty kind of /how : 
Efteem an^kindnefs in one breaft would grow: 
But 'twas Heaven knows how many years ago. 
Now fome fmall-c at, and guinea expectation. 
Gets all the pretty creatures in the nation ; 
In Comedy your little felves you meetj 
*Ti8«Covent Garden drawn in Bridges-flreet. 

7 Smile 
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Smile on our author then, if he has /hewn 
A jolly nut-brown baflard of your own. 
Ah I happy you, with cafe and with delight. 
Who aft thofe follies, Poets toil to write ! 
The fweating Mufe does almoft leave the chace; 
She puffs, and hardly Jceeps your Protean vices pace. 
Pinch you but in one vice, away yoa fly 
To fome new frifk of contrariety. 
You roll like fnow-balls, gathering as you run j 
And get feven devils, when difpoffcfsM of one. 
Your Venus once was a Platonic queen j 
Nothing of love befide the face was feen j 
But every inch of her you now uncafe, 
Apd clap a vizard-mafk upon the face : 
For fins like tbefe, the zealous of tire land» 
With little hair, and little or no band, 
. Declare how circulating peftilences 
Watch, eyery twenty years, to fnap offences » 
Saturn, cv'n now, takes doft oral degrees; 
JJe'll do your work this fununer without fees;. 
Let all the boxes, Phoebus, find thy grace. 
And, ah, preferve the eighteen -penny place I 
But for the pit confounders, let them go. 
And fintf ^s little mercy as they fhow : 
The Aftors thus, and thus thy Poets pray j, 
For every critic f%v'd» thou damn'ft a play. 



xxxvm. pko- 
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XXXVIII. 
Prologue to the Husband his owu Cuckold. 

T IKE fonae raw fophifter tljat njo.unts the puJpit, 

-■'-' So trembles a young poet at a full ,pvt. 

UnusM to crpwds, the Parfon quakes for fear. 

And wonders how the devil he durft cpcop there { 

Wanting three talents needful for the place, 

Some beard, fome learning, and fome little grace: 

Nor is the puny Poet void of cai'e. 

For authors, fuch as our new authors are. 

Have not much learning nor much wit to fpare : 

And as for gi-ace, to tell the truth, there 's fc^ce one. 

But has as little as the very Parfon i • 

Both fay, they preach and write for your inftruftion s 

But 'tis for a tliird day, and for indydioi). 

The difference is, that though you like the play. 

The Poet's gain is ne'er beyond his day. 

But with the Parfon 'tis another cafe. 

He, without holinefs, may rife to grace | 

The Poet has one difadvantage more. 

That, if his play be dull, he 's damn'd all o'er. 

Not only a damn'd blockhead, but damn'd po.or. 

But dulnefs well becomes the fable garment j 

I warrant that pe'er fpoil'd a Prieft's preferment t 

Wit 's not his bufmefs j and as wit now goe^, ^ 

Sirs, 'lis not fo much yours as you fuppofe, V 

For you like notIiin|[ now but naufcous beai^. ^ 
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You laugh not, gallants, as by proof appears. 
At what his bcaulhip fays, but what he wears j 
So *tis your eyes are tickled, not your ears : 
The taylor and the furrier find the ftuff. 
The wit lies in the drefs, and monftrous muff. 
The truth on 't is, the payment of the pit 
Is like for like, dipt money for dipt wit. 
You cannot from our abfent autlior hope 
He ihould equip the ftage with fuch a fop : 
Fools change in England, and new fools arife. 
For though th' immortal fpecies never dies. 
Yet every year new maggots make new flies. 
But where he lives abroad, he fcarce can find 
One fool, for millions that he left behind. 

XXXIX. 
Prologue to the Pilgrim. 
Revived for our Author's Benefit, Anno 1700. 

TT O W wretched is the fate of thole who write ! 
-*■ -^ Brought muzzled to the ftagc, for fear they bite, 
Where, like Tom Dove, they (land the common foe j 
Lugg'd b • the critic, baited by the beau. 
( Yet, worfe, their brother Poets damn the play. 
And roar the loutleft, though they never pay. 
T le fops are proud of fcandal, fcr they cry. 
At every 4ewd, low chara6^er,— That *s I. 
He, who writes letters to himlblf, would fwcar. 
The world forgot him, if he was not there. 
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What fliould a Poet do ? 'Tis hard for one 
To pleafure all the fools that would be /hown : 
And yet not two in ten will pafs the town. 
Moft coxcombs are not of the laughing kind ; 
More goes to make a fop» than fops can find. 

Qnack Maums, though he never took degrees 
In either of our univerfities j 
Yet to be fliown by foine kind wit he looks, 
Becaufe he play'd the fool and writ three books* 
But, if he would be worth a Poet's pen. 
He muft be more a fool, and write again : 
For all the former fuftian ftuff he wrote, 
Was dead-born doggrel, or is quite forgot i 
His man of Uz, ftript of his Hebrew robe. 
Is juft the proverb, and As poor as Job. . 
One would have thought he could no longer jog ; 
But Arthur was a level. Job's a bog. 
There, though he crept, yet ftill he kept in fight i 
But here, he founders in, and (inks downright. 
Had he prepared us, and been dull by rule, 
Tobit had firft been tumM to ridicule : 
But our bold Briton, without fear or awe, 
O'er- leaps at once the whole Apocrypha ; 
Invades the Pfalms with rhymes, and leaves no room 
For any Vandal Hopkins yet to come. 

But when, if, after all, this godly geer 
Is not fo fenfelefs as it would appear ; 
Our mountebank has laid a deeper train. 
His cant, like Merry Andrew's noble vein, 
Cat- calls the feds to draw them in again. 

At 
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At leifure ho^irs, in epic fong he deals, 
Writes to the rumbling of his coach's wheels, 
ftcfcribes in hafte, and feldom kills by rule, 
But rides triunlphani between ftool and ftool. 

Well, let him go; 'tis yet too early day, 
To get trimfelf a place in farce or play. 
We knew not by what name we IhouM arraign hira. 
For no one category can" contain him ; 
A pedant, canting preacher, and a quack, 
Are load enough to break one afs's back : 
At laft grown wanton, he prefum'd to write, 
Traduc'd two kings; their kindnefs to requite 5 
One made tlfe db£l6r, and one dubb'd the knight. 

XL. 
Epilogue tothePitcRiM. 

PERHAPS the Parfon ftretchM a point too far. 
When with our Theatres he«wagM a war. 
He tells you, that this very moral age 
Received the firft infcftiop from the ftage. 
But fure, a banifti'd court, with lewdncfs fraught, 
The feeds of open vice, returning, brought. 
Thus lodg'd (as vice by great example thrives) 
It firft debauched the daughters and the wives. 
London, a fruitful foil, yet never bore 
So plentiful a crop of horns before. 
The Poets, who muft live by courts, or ftaTve, 
Were proud, fo good a government to fcrvc j 

.7 And, 
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And, mixing with buffoons and pimps prophane, 

Tainted the Stage, for fome fmall Tnip of gain. 

For they, like harlots, under bawds profeft. 

Took all til* ungodly pains, aitd got the leaff. 

Thus did the thriving malady prevail, 

The court its head, the Poets but the tail. 

The fm was of our native growth, 'tis true } 

Tht fcandal cf the fm vtra-s wholly new. 

Miffes they were, but modeftly ccnceal'd } 

'White-hall the naked Venus firft revealM. 

Who (landing as at Cyprus, in her Ihrine, 

The ftrurapet v/as ador'd with rites divine. 

Ere this, if faints had any feeret motion, 

Twas chamber-praftice all, and clofe devotion. 

I pafs the peccadillos of their time ; 

Nothing but open lewdnefs was a crime. 

A monarch's blood was venial to the nationi 

Compar'd with one foul a6l of fornication. 

Now, they would filence us, and (hut the dooi'. 

That let in ail the bare-fac'd vice befofe. 

As for reforming us, which fome pretend, ^ 

That work in England is without an end : > 

Well may we change, but we (hall never menii. J 

Yet, if you can but bear the pre(ent Stage, 

We hope much better of the cdming age. 

MThat would you fay, if we (hould (irft begin 

To ftop the trade of love behind the fcene : 

"Where a ^-re(re8 make bold with married men ? 

For while abroad fo prodigal the dolt is, 

Poor (poufe at home as ragged as a colt is. 
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In ihort, we'll grow as moral as we can, 
Save here and there a woman or a man : 
But neither you, nor we, with all our pains. 
Can make clean work ; there will be fome ren\ains. 
While you have ftill your Oats, and we our J 

EPIGRAM, 
On the Dutchefs of Portsmouth's Pidure. 

SURE we do live by Cleopatra's age. 
Since Sunderland does govern now the ftage : 
She of Scptimius had nothing made, 
Pompey alone had been by her betray 'd. 
Were (he a poet, (he would finely boaft, 
That all the world for pearls had well been loft. 

EPITAPH. 

Intended for Mr. Dry den's Wife. 

TT ERE lies ray wife : here let her lie ! 
■^ •*- Now (he 's at reft, and fo am I. 

Description of old Jacob Tonson*. 

T1I7ITH leering look, bull-fac'd, and freckled fair, 

'^ With two left-legs, with Judas-colour'd hair. 
And frowzy pores that taint the ambient air.— 

• On Tonfon's refufing to give Dryden the price he 
aiked for his Virgil, the Poet fent him the above ; and 
added, ** Tell tte dog, that he who wrote them, can 
** write more." The money was paid. 
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To the unknown Author of Absalom* 
and Aghitophel. 



1 



'Tp AKE it as earneft of a faith renew'd, 

•*• Your theme is vaft, your verfe divinely good 
Where, though the Nine their beauteous ftrokes repeat; 
And the turnM lines on golden anvils beat> 
ift looks as if they ftrook them at a heat. 
So all ferenely great, fo juft refined, 
Like angels love to human feed inclinM, 
It ftarts a giant, and exalts the kind. 
'*Tis fpirit feen, whofe fiery atoms roll. 
So brightly fierce, each fyllable's a foul. 
^Tis miniature of man, but he's all heart ; 
""Tis what the world would be, but wants the art| 
To whom ev'n the fanaticks altars raife. 
Bow in their own defpite, and grin your praife ;• 
As if a Milton from the dead arofe, 
Fil'd off the ruft, and the right party chofe. 
Nor, Sir, be (hock'd at what" the gloomy fay ; 
Turn not your feet too inward, nor too fplay. 
'Tis gracious al4, and great : Pufh on your theme ;-, 
Xean your griev'd head on David's diadem. 
David, that rebel Ifrael's envy rtov^d ; 
Davjd, by God and all good men bclof'd*. 
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The beauties of your Abfalom excel : 
But more the charms of charming Annabel : 
Of Annabel, than May*« trk morn more bnght, 
Chearful as fummer's noon, and chafte as winter^s night. 
Of Annabel, tli€ Mh^s dteareft theme.^ 
Of Annabel, the angel of my dream. 
Thus \ht a broken eloqtietiee actmily 
And to your mafter-picce thefe ihadofVrs fend. 

Nat. Lee. 

*^* Mr Duke's verfcs to Mr Dryden may be feen 
in the Yolume of his Poems. 

To the concealed Author of A^ a a l o m 

and AcHiTOi^HBi^. 

HAIL, heaven-bom Mufc ! hail, ercry faetied.page ! 
The glory of our ille and of our age. 
Th' infpiring fun to Albion draws more nigh« 
The north at length teems with a work, to vie 
With Homer's flame and Vingirs majefty. 
While Pindus' lofty heights our poet fought^ 
'(His ravifliM mind with vaft ideas fraught) 
Our language failM beneath his rifing thought. 
This checks not his attempt $ for Maro*s mines 
He drains of all their gold, t^adom his lines s 
Through eadi of Svhich the Mantuan Genius diines* 
The rock obeyM the powerful Hebrew guide^ 
Her tiinty bread diflblvM into a tide t 
Thus on our ftubborn langtiage he prevails^ 
"And makes the Helicon in which he fails^ 

4 The 
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The dialect, as well as fenfe, inrents, 

And, with his poem, a new fpeech preftnts. 

Hail then, thou matchlefs Bard, thou great unknowsy 

That give your country fame, yet fliun your own I 

In vain i for every where your praife you find. 

And, not to meet it, you muft Ihun mankiadt 

Your loyal theme each loyal reader draws, 

And ev*n die fa^ious give your verfe applsufe^ 

Whofe lightning ftrikes to ground their idol caufe : 

The caufe for whofe deai* fake they drank a flood 

Of civil gore, nor fparM the royal blood i . 

The caufe, whofe growth to cnifli, our prelates wrote 

In vain, almoil in vain our heroes fought { 

Yet by one (lab of your keen (atire dies : 

Before your facred lines their ftiatlerM Dagon lies. 

Oh ! if iinworthy we appear to know 
The fire, to whom this lovely birth we owe : 
DenyM our ready homage to exprefs. 
And can at beft but thankful be by goefs ; 
This hope remains : May David's godlike mind, 
(For him 'twas wrote) the unknown author find ^ 
And, having found, fliower equal favours down 
On wit fo vaft, as could oblige a crown. 

N. Tate* 

Upon the A u T H o R of the Medal. 

/^N C E more our awful poet arms, t' engage 
^^ The threatening hydra- faftion of the age j 
Once more prepares his dreadful' pen to wield. 
And every Mufe attends him to the field. 

U a By 

Digitized by Google 



i^t VERSES TO Mr. DRYDEN. 

By art and nature for this talk dcfign'd, 

Yet modeftly the fight ho long declined j 

Forbore the torrent of his vqt^c to pour, 

Nor loos'd his fatire till the i needful hour. 

His fovereign's right, by patience half beti'ay\1, 

WakM his avenging genius to his aid. 

Bled Mufe, whofe wit with fuch a caufe was crown'd» 

And bleft the caufe that fuch a champion found ! 

With chofen verfc upon the foe he fails, 

And black fedition in each quarter galls j 

Yet, like a prince with fubje£ls forced t' engage. 

Secure of conqueft he rebates his rage ; 

His fury not without diftin6lion Iheds, 

Hurls mortal bolts, but on devoted heads ; 

To lefs-infefted members gentle found, 

Or fpares, or elfe pours balm into the wound. 

Such generous grace th' ingrateful tribe abufe> 

And trefpafs on the mercy of his Mufe : 

Their wretched doggrel rhymers forth they bring. 

To fnarl and bark againft the poets' king} 

A crew, that fcandalize the nation more,* 

Than all their treafon -canting priefts before. 

On thefe he fcarcc vouchfafes a fcornful fmile. 

But on their powerful patrons turns his ftyle : 

A ftyle fo keen, as ev'n from fa6lion draws 

The viral poifon, ftabs to th' heart their caufe. 

Take then, great Bard, what tribute we can raife ; 

Accept our thanks, for you tranfcend our praife. 

I N. T A T 1. 
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To the unknown Author of the Medal; 
and of Absalom and Achitophel. 

THUS pious ignorance, with dubious praife, 
Altars of old to Gods unknown did raife : 
They knew not the Ibv'd deity ; they knew" • 
Divine eftefts a caufe divine did (hew ; 
Nor can we doubt, when fnch thefe numbers are, ^ 
Such is their caqfe, though the worft Mufe ihall dar^ C 
Their facred worth in humble verfe declare. " ' J 

As gentle Thames, charm'd with thy tuneful fong. 
Glides in a peaceful majefty along ; 
No rebel ftone, no lofty bank, does brave 
The eafy paflage of his filent wave : 
S<m facred poet, fo thy numbers flow, , 

Sinewy, yet mild as happy lovers wooe ; 
Strong, yet harmonious too as planets move, 
Yet foft as down upon the wings of love. 
How fweet does virtue in your drefs appear ; 
How much more charming, when much lefs fevere ! ' 
Whilft you our fenfes harmlefsly beguile, 
With all th' allurements of your happy ftile ; 
Y' infmuate loyalty with kind deceit, 
And into fenfe th' unthinking many cheat. 
So the fweet Thracian with his charming lyre 
Into rude nature virtue did infpire 5 
So he the favage herd to reafon drew. 
Yet fcarce fo fweet, fo charmingly as you. 

U 3 O that 
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O that you would, with fome fuch powerful charm. 

Enervate Albion to juft valour warm ! 

Whether much-fuffering Charles fhall theme afford. 

Or the great deeds of godlike James's fword. 

Again fair Gallia might be ours, again 

Another fleet might pafs the fubjefl main. 

Another Edward lead the Britons on. 

Or fuch an Oflfozy as you did moan ; 

While in fuch numbers you, in fuch a firain. 

Inflame their courage, and reward their pain. 

Let falfe Achitopbel the rout engage. 
Talk eafy Abfalom to rebel rage ^ 

Let frugal Shimei curfe in holy zeal. 

Or modeft Corah more new plots reveal | 

Whilfl; conftant to bimfelf, fecure of fate. 

Good David ftill n^aintains the royal ftate. ^ 

Though each in vain fuch various ills employs. 

Firmly he fland, and ev^n thofe ills enjoys ; 

Firm as fair Albion, midft the raging noain, 

{Surveys incircling danger with difdain. 

In vain the waves affault the unmovM ihore. 

In vain the winds with mingled fury roar, 

Fair Albion's beauteous cliS fliine whiter than before 

Nor (halt thou move, though hell thy fall c^o^e. 
Though the worfe rage of zears fanatic five \, 
Thou beft, thou greateft of the Briti/h race, 
Thou only fit to fill great Charles's place. 

Ah, wretched Britons I ah, too ftubborn ifle ! 
4Ui, ftiflT-ncQk'd. Urael on bleft Cauaaa's foil I 
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Are thofe dear proofs of heaven^s iiKjulgcijcc vaiu, 

Reftoring David and his gentle reign ? 

Is it in vain thou all the goods do^ know, 

Aufpicious ftars on mortals died below, 

While all thy ftrearas with mijk, thy lands with honey 

flow? 

No more, fond ifle '. no m^t thyfelf engage 
In civil fury, and intefiine rage ; 
No rebel zeal thy duteous land moldk^ 
Bnt a finooth calm foothe ev«ry peaceful bread. 
While in fuch charming. notes divinely fings 
The bell of pofts^ of the bell of kings. 

J. A D AM ».. 

To Mr. D R T D B N, (HI his R e L I G I O L A l.C I*. 

^T* HOSE God^ the pious ancients did adore,. 

-■- They learnt in vcrfe devoutly to implore. 
Thinking it rude to ufe the coiQioon way 
Of talk, when they did to fuch beings pray. 
Nay, they that taught religion 6r(l, thought fit 
In verfe its facred precepts to traaimk : 
So Solon too did his firft ftatutes- draw,. 
And every little ilanza was a Uw. 
By thefe few precedents we plainly fee 
The primitive defign of poetry 5 
Which, by reftoring to its native uft, 
You generoufly have refcued from abufe.* 
Whilft your lov'd Muf&.doe9 in fweet numbers fihgf^^, 
She vindicates. Jier^God^ and godlike king, 

IL j^. AthciftJ, 
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Atbeifty and rebel too, (he does oppofe 

(God and the king have always the fame foes). 

X.egions of verfe you raife in their defence. 

And write the factious to obedience ; 

You the bold Arian to aims defy, 

A conquering champion for the Deity 

Again ft the whigs /irft parents, who did dare 

To diiinherit God-AlnHghty's heir. 

And what the hot-brainM Arian firft began. 

Is carried on by the Socinian, 

Who ftill aflbciates to keep God a man. 

But 'tis the prince of poets' taflc alone 

T' affert the rights of God's and Charles's throne. 

Whilft vulgar j^oets purchafe vulgar fame 

By chaunting Chlcris' or fair Phyllis' name ^ 

Whofe reputation fhall laft as long, 

As fops and ladies (ing the amorous fong. 

A nobler fubjeft wifely they refufe. 

The mighty weight would crufti their feeble Mule. 

So, ftory tells, a painter once would try 

With his bold hand to limn a deity : 

And he, by frequent pradlifmg that part. 

Could draw a minor>god with wondrous art : 

But when great Jove did to the workman fit. 

The thunderer fuch horror did beget, 

That put the frighted artift to a ftand. 

And made his pencil drop from 's baffled hand. 
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To Mr. Dryden, upon his Tranflation of tlic 
Third Book of Virgil's Georgicks. 
. A P i N D A R I C O D E. 
By Mr. J o H N D E N N i s. 

WHILE mounting with expanded wings 
TheMantuan fwan unbounded heaven exploreSf 
While with feraphic founds he tov/ering fings. 
Till to divinity he foars : 
Mankind (lands wondering at his flight. 
Charmed with his mufick, and his height,: 

Which both tranfcend our praife. 
Nay Gods incline their ravifh'd ears, 
And tune their own harmonious fpheres. 

To his melodious lays. 
Thou, Dryden, canft his notes recite 
In modern numbers, which exprefs 
Their mufick, and their utmoft mights 
Thou, wondrous poet, with fuccefs 
Canft emulate his flight. 
II. 
Sometimes of humble rural things. 
Thy Mufe, which keeps great Maro ftill in figh^ 
•In middle air with varied numbers fings ; 
And fometimcs her fonorous flight 
To heaven lublimely wings. 
Bat firft takes time with majefty to rife. 

Then, without pride, divinely great. 

She -mounts her native ikies j 
And, Goddefs like, retains her ftate 

When down again ihe flies. Com* 
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Commands* which judgment gives, fhe ftill obeys. 
Both to deprefs her flight, and raife. 
Thus Mercury from heaven defccnds. 
And to this under world his journey bends. 

When Jove his dread commands has givra : 
But, ftilU defcending, dignity maintains. 
As much a God upon our humble plains. 
As when he,, towering, re-afcends to heaven. . 

III. 
But when thy Goddefs takes her flight,. 
With fo much majefty, to Aich.a height. 
As can alone fuffice to prove, 
That flie defcends from mighty Jove :. 
Gods ! how thy thoughts then rife, and foarf and (bine ! 
Immortal fpirit animates each line $ 
Each with bright flame that fli*es our fouls is csownM, 
Each has magnificence of found^. 

And harmony divine. 
Thus the Br^ orbs, in their high rounds,^ 

With fliining pomp advance i 
And to their own coeleltial founds^ 
Majeftically dance. 
On, with eternal fymphony* they roU, 
Each tucnM in its harmonious courie, 
And each informed by the prodigioiu £orct 
Of an em|x)rreai £quL. 
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